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When flatrer'fi crimes nf a licentious a?e 

Seproach our silence, and demand our ras^e; 

When pure' as'd follies, ^rom carb distant laadf 

X-ike arts, improve in BriUia's st(i>ful.haQd; 

When the Law shea's her tcett), but dares not bfCe* 

And S'tuth-t.'a treasures are not brou^hC to liiiht) 

When Cburcivinen Scripture fbr the CU^nics quit« 

Folite aponattefroni God's Krace to wit; 

When 4*cn &nw great from their revenue tpcflt* 

And fly from faailifis into Parnararot ; 

When dying sinneis to blot nut their score, ^ 

Bequeath :he Church the leavings of a whore; 

To chafe our 5;p1een, when tbemei like these tacrea|esy 

Shall panegyric reign, and censure cease f ••— - 

Shall authors smile on such lUuttrious days, 

A nd satarize with Nothing—- but their praise f ttL*T, S* 
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Tho' boM tbete trutlis* thou Muie! with truttu like Uie«* 
Win nose o^end when 'tis a praise to please. 
Let ochen flatter tu be flatter d) thou 
Likcjuat trlbunalft, bend an awful bro<r* 
How terrible it were to cominoo sense. 
To write a satire which gave ocne offence f 
And ttnce fruin life 1 talce the driught you see» 
If men dislilce tbenit do they censure mc^ 
The food aud kna/e 'tis glorious to offend, 
Aad sodiifce an .^emptthe wond to meadi 
The world { where lucky throws to blockheads fill, 
Xsavesknoir che Baxoe, and honest men pay aU. SAT. III. 



LONDON :_ 

PRINTED AT THE ?lpoltO l^XtHXi, 
, BY OEOKGE CAWTHORN, NO. IJl, STRAND; 
■OOlLiELLEB AND PRlNTbR TO HKH ROYAL H10HNk£R 
THE PRINCESS OF WALES* 



lS03< 



THE LAST DAY. 

A POEM. 

IN TUKCX BOOKS. 



•a 


Venlt tufnina dies.———* 


VIRO, 




BOOK L 






Ips6 pater, media ain biruai in noctc corutca 
fulmina molitor 4extra qoo maxima motu 
lerra tremit: fugere ferae} et mortalUcorda 
Per gentes humills •travit pa»or— — ••- 
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vV II iLE Others sing the fortune of the great. 
Empire and arms, and all the pomp of state. 
With Britain's hero * set their souls on fire. 
And grow immortal as his deeds inspire, 
I draw a deeper scene; a scene that yields 
A louder trumpet, and more dreadful fields; 
Thewprid alarQi'd,4»oth earth and heav'n o'ertbrown> 
And gasping Nature'sjast trenfendous groan ; 
Death's ancient sceptre broke, the leeming tomb. 
The righteous Judge, and man's eternal doom. lo 

Twixt joy and pain I view the bold design. 
And ask my. anxious heart if it be mine. 

* The Duke of Marlborough. 

A iij 



3 THE LA&T DAY. B^ t* 

Whatever great or dreadful has been dope 

Within the sight of conscious stars or stin^ 

Is far beneath my daring. I look down 

On all the splendours of the British crown* 

This globe is for my verse a narrow bound ; 

Attend me, all ye glorious worlds around 1 

O i all ye angels, howsoever disjoin'd. 

Of ev'ry various orc^er, place, and kind, ao 

Hear, and assist, a feeble murtsl's lays: 

' ris our eternal King I strive to praise. 

'But chiefly thou, great ftuler! Lord of all I 
Before whose throne archangels prostrate fall. 
If at tiiy nod, from discord, and from night. 
Sprang beauty, and yon' sparkling worlds of light. 
Exalt ev'n me; all inward tumults quell; 
The clouds and darkness of my s^ul di -pel ; 
To my great subject thou my brca!»t inspire, 
And raise my lab'riog soul with equal fire. 39 

Ma:i ! bear thy brow aloft, view ev*ry grace 
In God's great offspring, beauteous Nature's f^ce; 
See springes g<iy. biuoni, see goideu Autumn's store^ 
bee how £'driij similes, and hear old Ocean roar, 
i).evi>tUi4n> but heave their cunib'rous mail, 
it makes a tide, and wind-bound navi«:i sail. 
Here rorei>tA ii»e, the niouniuin's awful pride; 
llcre rivers measure clime», and worlds divide.; 
Their vallies, fraught with gold's resplendeut seeds, 
llulJ king»' and kingdon^»* furtuues in their beds; 49 



Bed i. VAX LA&T DAT. 3 

There to the skicft as|»riDg hiils asceod* 
And into distant iands their shades extend. 
View cities, armies* fleets; of fleets the pride. 
See Europe's law in Albion's channel ride^ 
View the whole earth's vast landscape unconfin'd. 
Or view in l^itain all her glories join'd. 

Then let the firmament tby wonder raise; 
* Twill raiie tby wonder, but transcend thy praise. 
How far from east to west i the lab'ring eye 
Cao scarce the distant azure bounds de»cry : 50 

Wide theatre! where tempests play at large. 
And God's right hand cdn all its wrath discharge. 
Mark how those radiant lamps inflame ihe pole, 
CjII forth the seasons, and the year control : 
They shine thro' time with an unalter'd ray. 
See this grand period rise, and that decay : 
So vast, this world 's a grain ; yet myriads grace, 
"With goiden pomp, the ihrong'd ethereal space; 
So bright^ with such a wealth of glory stored, 
'1 were sin in Heathens not to have ador'd. 6« 

Ho*.v great,- how firm, how sacred all appears! 
How worthy an immortal round of years 1 
Yet all must dcop, as aiMtimn'sfickliest grain. 
And earth and firmament be sought in vain : 
The trigck forgot where constellation sh£ne. 
Or where the. Stnarta fill'd annwful 4hronc : 
Time shaV bt slain, all nature be destroy'd. 
Nor leave 4n atom in the mighty voi4 



VHK IA8T »AY. Motik h 

Sooner or 1ater« in some future date, 
(A dreadful secret in the book of Pate !) 70 

This hour, for aught all human wisdom knows. 
Or when ten thousand harvests more have rose ; 
When scenes are chang'd on this revolving earth. 
Old empires fall, and give neve empires birth; 
While other Bourbons rule in other lands. 
And (if man's sin forbids not) other Annes; 
While the still busy world is treading o'er 
The paths they trod five thousand years before. 
Thoughtless as those who now life's mazes run, 
Ofearth dissolved, or an extinguish'd sun; to 

(Ye sublunary Worlds! awake, awake! 
Y^ Rulers of the nations! hear, and shake I)] 
Thick clouds of darkness shall arise on day. 
In sudden night all earth's dominion lay, 
Impemous winds the scatter'd forests rend. 
Eternal mountains, like their cedars, bend; 
The vallies yawn, the troubled ocean roar. 
And break the bondage of his wonted shore; 
A sanguine stain the silver moon o'erspread. 
Darkness the circle of the sun invade; 99 

From inmost heav'n incessant thunders roll. 
And the strong echo bound from pole to pole. 

When, lol a mighty trump^ one half conceal* , 
In clouds, one half to mortal eye reveai'd. 
Shall pour 4 dreadful note: the piercing call 
6hall rattle in tUe centre of the bail; 



Tb' extended AJvenit <if creat ion sbake^ 
The living die wilh fear> the dead awake* 

Oh pow'rfwl blast I to ivhich no equal Mund 
Did e'er the frighted car cf Nature wound, I09 

Thu' rival dariuna bare been strain'd on high. 
And kindled wars immortal thro* the sky, 
Tho' God's whole enginery, dischaig'di and all 
The rebel angels beHoiir'd in their fall. 

Have angcU sinn'd i and shall not man beware ? 
How shall a son of earth decline the snare i 
Not (akkd arms, and slackness of the mind 
Can promise from the safety of n^ankind. 
None are supinely goQd ; tbro' care and paio. 
And various arts^ the steep ascent we gain. i §• 

This is the acene of combat, not of rest ; 
Man's is laborious happiness at best : 
On this side death his dangers never cease; 
His joys arejoysofcon<)ut:'st, not ef peace. 

If iben, obsequious to the will of Pate^ 
And bewiing to t(ie terms of human state. 
When guilty joys invite us to their artne. 
When Beauty smiles, or Grandeur spreads her charms, 
Tlie ooAseions soul would this scene display. 
Call down th* immortal hosts in dread array, f 3o 

The trumpet' sound, the Christian banner spread. 
And raise from silent graves the trembling dead ; 
Such deep impression would the picture make, 
No pow'r oa ear Ui iter A#m resolve could sftaker- 
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Bngag'd with angels she W4»ilfl greatly stind* 

And look'd regardless doirn on sea and tand ; 

Not profTer'd worlds her ardeur eouid restrain. 

And Deafh might shake his threafning lance in vai|ii 

Her certain conquest would endear the fight. 

And danger serve but to exalt delight. • I jo 

Instructed thus to shun the fatal spring. 
Whence flow the terrorsof that day I sing. 
More boldly we our labours, may pursue^ ■ 
And all the dreadful image ^set to- view.. 

The sparkiing eye, the sleek and painted breast. 
The burnish'd scale, curl'd train, and rising cres^ 
All that is^ lovely in the noxious snake. 
Provokes our fear, and bids us fly the brake: 
The sting once drawn>, his guiltless beauties rise 
In pleasing lustre, and detain our ey^s; 14O 

We view with joy what once did horror mo.ve« 
And strong aversiojv softens into love- 
Say then, n^ Musel whom dismal scenes delight^ 
Frequent at tombs, and in the realms oC night; 
Say, raelancliioly Maidl if bold to dare 
The last extremes of terror and despair. 
Oh say what change on earth, what heart in man^ 
This blackest moment since the world b^gan. 

Ah mournful turul the blissful eaxjth, who late 
At leisure on fa^r axle rolTd in state, |f» 

While thousand. golden .planets knew norest^ 
Still oi)wai4 in their cirvUag^ouri^eypresti . 



Book /. tBfe LAST If AY. 7 

A grateful change of seasons some to Ining; 
And sweet vicissitade of fall and spring; 
Some thro* vast oceans to conduct the keel. 
And some those wat'ry worlds to sink or swell : 
Around her some thefr splendours to display. 
And gild her globe with tributary day ; 
This work] so great, of joy the bright abode, 
Hcav'n's darling child; and fav'rite of her God, 160 
Now looks nn exile from her Father's care, 
Deliver'd o'er to darkness and despair. 
No sun in radiant glory shines on high, 
No light but from the terrors of the sky : 
Fall'D are her mountains, her fam'd rivers lost. 
And all into a second chaos tost: 
One universal ruin spreads abroad: 
Nothing is safe beneath the throne of God. 

Such, Earth! thy fate: what then can thou aSbrd 
To comfott and support thy guilty lord ? 170 

Man, haughty lord of all beneath the moon. 
How must be bend his soul's ambition down If 
Prostrate, the reptile own, and disavow 
His boasted stature, and assuming brow ? 
Claim kindred with the clay, and curse his form. 
That speaks distinction from his sister worm ? 
VThat dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade i 
"Lord, why dost thou forsake whom thou hast made? 
Who can sustain thy anger ? who can stand 
Beneath the terrors of thy lifted ha nil ? 180 



• . VMS LAW OAV. Mink J. 

It flies the ntufh of thought : oh, save ine« Pow'r 
Of pow'rs suprcaie^ in thttt treraendottshour! 
Thou who beneath the lirown of Pate hast Btood^ 
And in thy dreadful agony sweat blood ; 
Thou, who for me, thro' ev'ry thrabbiipg ¥Cin« 
Hast felt the keenest edg9 of mortai pain ;. 
Whom Death led capti^re thro* the realms below^ 
And taught those horrid mysteries of woe ^ 
Defend me^ O my God I oh, save me, Pow'f 
Of pow'rs supreme, in that tremendous hour ! 190 

From east to west they fly, from pole 10 Une, 
Imploring shelter from the wrath divine ; 
Beg flames to wrap, or whelming seas to sweeps 
Or rocks to yawn, compassionately deep : 
Seas cast the monster forth to meet his doom. 
And rocks but prison up for wrath to cone. 

So fares a traitor to an earthly crown. 
While Death sits threat'ning in his prince's frown. 
His heart dismay'd ; and now his feart command 
To change his natiire for a distant land i xoo 

Swift orders fly. the king's severe decree 
Stands in the channel, and locks up the sea ; 
The port he seeks, obedient to her lord. 
Hurls back the rebel to his tifted sword,' 

But why (his idle toil to paint that day ? 
This time elaborately thrown away ? 
Words all io vain pant after the distress. 
The height of eloquence would make it Jess. 
i^eav'ns) how the good man trembles ?-•-- 



Btfil /• THt LAit »AY. 9 

And is there a Last Day ? and most tiMK come «• 
A sure, a fiz'd, inexorable doom ? 
Ambition! swell, and thy proud sails H thoiyr. 
Take all the winds that Vanity can blow ; 
Wealth 1 on a golden mountain blaaing stand. 
And reach an India forth in either hand; 
Spread all thy pwrple c lusters, tempting Vine I 
And thou, more dreaded foe, bright Beauty I shine : 
Shine all, in all your charms together rise, 
That all, in all your charms, I may despise. 
While I mount upward on a strong desire, t%9 

Borne, like Elijah, in a car of fire. 

In hopes of glory to be quite inTolv'dl 
To smile at death 1 to long to be dissolv'd t 
From our decays a {Measure to receive 1 
And kindle into transport at a grave ? 
What equals thus ? And shall tiie victor noir 
Boast the proud laurels on his loaded brow t 
Religion I oh thou cherub, heav'nly bright! 
Oh joys unmix'd, and fotbomless delight ! 
Thou, thou art all ; nor ind I in the whole ajt 

Creation aught but God m»A my own soul. 

For ever, then, my Soul ! thy God adore. 
Nor let the brute-creation praise bim more* 
Shall things inanimate my conduct blame. 
And flush my conscious cheek with spteading thama f 
They all for him pursue, or quit, their end ; 
The mounting flames theit btuning pow*r svsjpend; 
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In solid heaps Ih* unfrozen billows standi 

To rest and silence awM by his command; 

Nay, the dire monsters that infest the floodj, 240 

By nature dreadful, and athirst for blood. 

His will can calm, their savage tempers bind. 

And turn to mild protectors of mankind. 

Did not the prophet this great truth maintain 

In the deep chambers of the gloomy main. 

When Darkness round him all her horrors spread. 

And the Iqud ocean bellow'd o'er his head ? 

.'When now the thunder roars, the lightning flies. 
And all the warring winds tumultuous rise; 
When now the foaming surges* toss'd on high, 250 
Disclose the sands beneath, and touch the sky ; 
When death draws near, the mariners aghast 
Look back with terror on their actions past. 
Their courage sickens into deep dismay. 
Their hearts^ thro' fear and anguish, melt away ; 
Nor tears, nor pray'rs, the tempest can appea:»e: 
Now they devote their treasures to the seas ; 
Unload thetr shatter'd bark, Iho' richly fraught. 
And think the hopes of life are cheaply bought 
With gems and gold; but, oh, the storm so high! a6o 
Nor gems and gold the hopes of life can buy. 

The tremblini; prophet then, themselves to save. 
They headlong plunge into the briny wave; 
Down he descends, and booming o'er his head, • 
The.byiQfys close ; he 's numbered with the dead. . 



ji^ /• TliBLAStDAY. |l 

( Hear, O ye Just ! attend ye virtuous few I 

And the bright paths of piety pursue) ' 

Lol the great Ruler cf the world, from higb> 

Looks smiling down with a propitious eye, 

Covers his servant with his gracious hand, 270 

And bids tempestuous Nature silent stand ; 

Commands the peaceful waters 10 give place. 

Or kindly fold him in a soft embrace ; 

He bridles in the mon»ters of ihe deep ; 

The bridled monsters awfufdistance keep; 

Forget their hunger while they view their prey. 

And guiltless gaze, and round the stranger play* 

But stiii arise new wonders; Nature's Liord 
Sendb forth into the deep his pow'rful word, 
Aad calls the great leviathan : 'the great ft 80 

Leviathan atteiids.iu ail his state. 
Exults for joy, and, vviih a mighty bound, 
M<ikes the sea shake, and heav'n and earth resound^ 
Blackens the wat«fr> with the rising sand. 
And diiveb vast billows to the distant land. 

As yawns an earthquake, when imprison'd air 
Struggles for vent, a:jd lays the centre bare. 
The wiiale expands his jaws ettornrous size. 
The prophet views the cavern with surprise. 
Measures his monstrous teeth, afar descry 'd, 2g% 
And rolls his wond'ring eyes from side to side; 
Then takes possesbion of the spacious seat. 
And satis secure within ihe dark retrtat. 

IVjin^.J ii ij 
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Now is k# pites'd tiM BQitlMra blast to ]ie«r« 
And bangs on liquid roounuins void of fear^ 
Or falls immers'd into the deops bcloiTj 
Where the dead silent waters never flow ; 
To^the foundations of the hills convey 'd, 
Pwells in the shelving mom)|aiQ*s dreadful shade ; 
Where plummet never reach'd be draws his breathy 
And glides serenely thro' the paths of death. 301 

Two wondrous days and nights thro' coral groves; 
Thro' labyrinths of rocks and sands, he rovea; 
When^ third morning* wich its level raya. 
The ipouotains gilds, and on the billows play*» 
It sees the king of waters rise, and pour 
His sacred guest uniiifur'd on the shore; 
A type of that great blessing which the Mina 
In her next labour ardently pursuas. 309 



End ^ Jhol FifsL 
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We bope that ihc deparud wi;l ri«e astin from tlie dust} aAer whtcb| 
like Uie E'jd&t rr.ey vr\]\ l.-. .irn..>rtal. 



^ow miiTi avrakes, and from his silent bed^ 

V/here he has slept for ages, lifts his head. 

Shakes off the slumber of ten thousand years^ 

And on the borders of new worlds appears. 

Whate'er the bold, the rash, adventure cost^ 

In wide eternity 1 dare be lost. 

The Muse is wont in narrow bounds to sin;. 

To teach the swain, or celebrate the king, 

I grasp the whole ; no more to parts confin'd, 

I lift my voice, and sing to humankind: lO 

I sing to men and angeis; angels jotn> 

While ^ch the theme, their sacred songs with mine. 

Again the trumpet's intermitted sound 
Rolls the wide circuit of creation rounds 
An umver^al concourse to prepare 
Of all that ever breath 'u the vital air; 
In son)e wide field, which active whirlwinds iweep» 
Piive ciUe»j forests^ mountains; to the deep. 



r4 TUB LAST DAY. B^k ii. 

To sflwMli tnd lengthen cmt fTi* unfcotmfcd space, ' 
And spread an area ftw aU human race. ao 

Now monuments prove faithful to their tru»t^ 
And render back their long committed dust ; 
Now charnels rattle; scattered limbs, and all 
The various bones, obsequious to the call, 
Self-mov'd, advance; the neck, perhaps, to meet 
The distant head; the distant legs the feet. 
X>readfiil to rtew, see thro' the duakx skjr 
Fragments of bodies in confusion fly. 
To distant regions journeying, thereto claim 
Deserted members, and complete the frame. 30 

When the world bow*d to Rome's almighty aword. 
Home bow'd \o Pompey, and confess*d her lord : 
Yet one day lost, tbia deity below . 
Became the scorn and pity of his foe ; 
His blood a traitor's sacrifice was made. 
And smok*d indignant on a ruffian '« blade : 
No trumpet's^ound, no gasping armies yell, 
Bid with due horror, his great soul farewell : 
Obscure his fall 1 all weltering in his gore, 
His trunk was cast to perish on the shore ! 40 

While Julius frown*d the bloody monster dead. 
Who brought the world in his j;reat rival's heffd. 
This sever d head and trunk shaM join once inore, 
Tho' realms now rise between, and oceiins roar. 
The trumpet's sound each fragrant mote shall hear, 
Q r fix'd lok earth^i or il afiotft-ia air. 
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Obey the sfghal wafted in the win^. 
And not one sleeping atom lag behind. 

So swarming bees that oil a summer's day. 
In airy rings and wild meanders piay, 50 

Charmed with the brazen sounds their wand'riogs endj 
And, gentle circling, on a bough descend. 

The body, thus renew'd, tlie conscious 8onI» 
Which has perhaps been flutt'ring near the pole. 
Or midst thehurning planets wond'ring stray 'd. 
Or hover'd o'er where her paie corpse was laid. 
Or rather coasted on her final state. 
And fear'd, or wish'd, for her appointed fate; 
This soul, returning with a constant flame. 
Now weeds fer ever her immortal frame : 6q 

Life, which ran down before, so high is wound. 
The springs maintain an everlasting round. 

Thus a fraU model of the work d«^sign'd 
First takes a copy of the builder's mind/ 
Before the structure firm, with lasting oak. 
And marble bowels of the solid rock. 
Turns the strong arch, and bids the columns ri^e. 
And bear .the lofty palace to the skies ; 
The wror^s of time ensbled to surpass 
With bars of adamant, and ribs of brass. 70 

That ancient, sacred, and illustrious dome,* 
Where soon or late fair Albion's heroes come 
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From camps and cx>urts, fho' greats or wise, or Jast» 

To feed the worm, and moulder into dust; 

That solemn mansion of the royal dead. 

Where parsing slaves o'er sleeping monarchs tread, 

!blow populous o'erflows ; a numerous race 

Of rising kings fill all th* extended spaces 

A life well spent, not the victorious swofd. 

Awards the crown, and styles the greater lord. 80 

Nor monuments alone, and burial earth. 
Labours ivith man to thfti his second birth ; 
But where gay palaces in pomp arise. 
And gilded theatres invade the skies. 
Nations shall waVc, whose unrespecled boties 
Support the pride of their luxurious sons. 
The most magnificent and costly dome 
Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. 
No spot on earth but has supply'd a grave. 
And human skulls the spacious ocean pave ; 90 

Ail 's full of man; and at this dreadful turn 
The swarm shall issue, and the hive shall burn. 

Not all at once, nor in like manner rise : 
Some lift with pain their slow unwilling eyes. 
Shrink backward from the terror of the light. 
And bless the grave, and call for lasting night ; 
Others, whose long-attempted virtue stood 
Fix'd as a rock, and broke the rushing flopd. 
Whose Drm resolve nor beauty could melt down, 
K or ragi ng ty raats from their pofttiire Ito wn ; ic 
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Sucli, in this day of horrora, shall be leen 

To face the thunders with a godlike mien. 

The planets drop^ their thoughts are fix'd above ; 

The centre shal^es^ their hearts disdain to move. 

An earth dissolving and a heav'n thrown wide^ 

A yawning gulf, and fiends on ev'ry side> 

Serene they view, impatient of deiay^ 

And bless the dawn of everlasting day. tef 

Here Greatness prostrate falls; there strength gives 
Here lazars sihile; there Beauty hides her face [place. 
Christians, and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans stand. 
A blende throng* one undistinguish*d band. 
Some who, perhaps, by mutual wounds expir'd. 
With zeal for their distinct persuasions fir'd. 
In mutual friendship their long slumber break. 
And hand in hand their Savioisr's love partake. 

But none are flushed with brighter joy, or warm 
With jjttster confidence, enjoy the storm. 
Than those whose pious bounties, unconfin'd. 
Have made tliem public fathers of mankind : iJt 

In that illustrious r^nk what shining light, 
With^such disti^guish'd glory, fills my sight ? 
Bend down, my grateful Muse t that homage show. 
Which to such worthies thou art proud to owe. 
Wickhaml Foxl Ghichley!* hail, illustrious namesi 
Who to far distant times dispense your beams ; 

• Founders of New-col lege. Corpus Christi, and All- 
Souls, in Oxipffd# of aU wfiidi ihe Author was a menu 
ber. 
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Beneath your shades, and near your crystal springs^ 
I first presuno'd to touch the trembling strings. 
All hail, thrice honour'dl 't^as your great renowa 
To bless a people, and oblige a crown ; j J0 

And now you rise, eternaily to shine. 
Eternally to drink the rays divine. 

Indulgent God I oh how shall mortal raisft 
His soul to due returns of grateful praise^ 
For bounty so profuse to humankind. 
Thy wond'rous gift of an eternal Mind ? 
Shall I, who, some few years ago, was less 
Than worm> or mite, or shadow, can express. 
Was nothing ', shall I live, when ev*ry fire 
Of ev'ry star shall languish and expire? 144 

^hen earth's no more, shall I survive above. 
And thro' the radiant files of angels move i 
Or as before the throne of God I stand. 
See new worlds roiling from his spacious hand. 
Where our adventures shall perhaps be taught. 
As we now tell how Michael sung or fought^ 
All that has being in full concert join. 
And celebrate the depths of love divine I 

But, ohl before this blissful state, before 
Th' aspiring ^ul this wondrous height can soar, 150 
The Judge, descending, thunders from afar. 
And all mankind is summon'd to the bar. 

This mighty scene I next presume to draw \ 
Attend great Anoal with religious awe ; 
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Expect not here, the known successful artis 

To win attention, and command our hearts. 

Fiction! be far away ; let no machine. 

Descending here, no fabled god, be seen ; 

BehoM the God of gods indeed descend. 

And worldtf'unnumbttr'd his approach attend 1 i6o 

iio! the wide theatre, whose ample space 
Must entertain the whole of human race. 
At Heav'n*s all-pow'rful edict is prepar'd. 
And fenc*d around with an immortal guard. 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds, o'erflow 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below^ 
And ev'ry age and nation pours along; 
Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng; 
Adam salutes hs youngest son : no sign 
Of all those iiges which iheirbirtlis (iis'oin. 170 

How empty learning, and how vain is art ! 
But as it mends the life, and guides the htart ! 
Whaj valumeshave been swell'd, what time been spent^ 
To fix a hero's birth-day or descerjt ! 
What joy must it now yield, whjt rapture raise. 
To see the glorio-JS race of ancient days ^ 
To greet thoi»e worthies who perhaps have stood 
lilubtriuus on record before the flood f 
Alas! a nearer care your soul demands, 
Caesar unr.oted to your presence stands. 180 

How vast'the concourse! not the number mor^ 
Thfi waves that br^ak on the resounding shor^^ « 
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The leaves that tremble in the shady gfOTe^ 
The lamps that gild the spangTed vaults abo^^e; 
Those overwhelming armies^ whose command 
Said to one empire Fall ; another Stand; 
"Whose rear lay wrapt in night, while breaking dawn 
Rous*d the broad front, and cali'd the battle on ; 
Great Xerxes* world in arms, proud Canne*s field, 
Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to yields 
( Another blow had broke the Fates' decree, 191 

And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy) 
Immortal Blenheim, fara'd Ramillia's host; 
They all Hre here, and ^ere they all are lest ; 
Their millions swell to be discern*d in vain. 
Lost as a billow in th* unbounded main. 

This echoing voice now rends the yielding air, 
** Forjudgment, judgment, Sons of men ! prepare 1'* 
Earth shakes anew, I hear her groans profound. 
And Hell thro' all her trembling realms resound, aco 

Whoe'er thou art, thou greatest pow'r of earth, 
]3less'd with most equal ptanets at thy birth. 
Whose valour drew the most successful sword. 
Most realms united in one common lord. 
Who, on the day of triumph saidst. Be 4hine 
The skies, Jehovah, all this world is mine; 
Dare not to lift thine eye. — Alas! my Muse! 
How art thou lost i what numbers canst thou chase? 

A sudden blush inflames the waving sky. 
And ^ow the crimson curtains open fly ; si* 
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^o! far within, and far above all height. 

Where heav'n's great Sov'rfeign reigns in worlds of 

Whence Kature hfe informs, and with one ray, [light, 

Shot from his eye, does all her works survey. 

Creates, siipports, confounds ! where time, and place^ 

Matter, and form, ^d fortune, life, and grace. 

Wait humbly at the footstool of their God> 

And move obedient to his awful nod; 

Whence be beholds us vagrant emmets ^rawi 

At random oh this air-suspend^ ball, 220 

(Speck of .creation) if he ^ur one breathy 

The bubble breaks, and 'tis eternal death. 

Thence issuing I behold, (but mortal sight 
Sustains not subh a niching sea of light) 
I see, on an empyreal flying thrbne 
Sublimely rals'd, heav'n's Everlasting Sori, 
Crown'd with that Majesty which fonh'd the worldj 
And the grand rfebel flaming downward hui-I'd. 
Virtue, Ddtiiinion; Praise, Omnipotence, 
Support the train of their triuinphant Fl-incfc. 33« 
A Zone, beyond the thdught of angels bright. 
Around him, likE the lodiac, ivinds its light, 
Kight shades the solemn arches 6f bis brows^ 
Aiid in his ch^ek the purple morning glows. 
Where'er, serene, he turns propitious eyes^ 
Or we expect or find a paradise ; 
But if resentment reddens their mild beamSj 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames^ 

yriittu ill. Q 
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On one band Knowledge shines in purest light; 
On one the sword of Justice, fiercely^, bright. 14a 

l^OYf fof nd the knee in 8(K)rt, present the reed; 
Now tell the scourg'd Impostor lie shall bleed I 

Thus glorious thro* ihs courts of heav'-n the Source 
Of life and death eternal bends his course; 
Xoud thunders round him roll, and lightnings play ; 
Th* angelic host is rang'd in bright array : 
Some touch the string, some strike the sounding sbf !(, 
And mingling voices in rich concert swcU ; . 
Voices f^eriiphic: biess'd with such' a strain. 
Could Satan bear, he were a god again. 35s 

Triumphant Ring of glory 1 Soul of Blibsl 
What a stupen<fous turn of fate is this ? ' 
O ! whither ^rt thou rats'd above the scofn 
And indigence of hinijii Bethle'm born; 
A needle&s^ helpless, unaccounted guest. 
And but a second to the foddered beast i^' 
How chang'd from him who, meekly prostrate laid^ 
V3t}chsaf 'd to wasii the feci, himself had made I 
Trom liim whu was beiray'd, forsook, deny*d, 159 
Wept, langui&h'd, pray'd, bled, t)iirsted, groan*d, aiul 
Hung )>itic'd and bare, inbulted by tlie fee, ' [dy'd? 
All heav'n i^ii tears above, earth uncciicerh'd bclotv^ 

And vva$ 't enough to bid the sun retire ? 
Why did not N*iture at tHy groaii expire ? 
I nee, I hear, I ictl, tlie pangs divine ; 
Tile world is vanish'd, — 1 am wholly. thine. 
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,'MistakenCaiaphasI ah! v^btch blasfihemM^ , 
thou or thy pris'ner ? which shall bt condemn'd ? 
Well mijiht'ftt thoa fbnd thy garments, welt exclaitii; 
Deep are the horrors of eternal fla^e I a?b 

But Gdd is good ! 'tis wondrous all ! ev*n he 
Th^u sav'st 10 deaihf shame, torture, dyM for thee; 

Kow thedescending triumph stops its flight. 
From earth full tirice d planetary height : 
There all the cliwds condens'd. two columns raised 
Distinct with oHent v^ins and golden binze ; 
One fixVi on earth, and ohe id se.i, and round 
Its ample foot the surellibg.billoWs souiid : 
These aii immeasurable arch support. 
The grand tribunal of this awful court : ti^ 

Sheets of bright aicure; fto'm the purest Slcy, 
Stream from the crystal arch, and routid the ^oluninl 
Death, wrapt in chains, low at the basis lies, [fly; 
And on the point of his own drrbw dies. 

Here high eothroa'd th' eternal Judge is plac'ii. 
With all the grandeur of his GodHesid grat'd; 
Stars on his robes in beauteous order meet, 
Ai.d the sun burns beneath liis awful ^t. 

Now an archangel, eminently bright^ 
From oS'his silver staff, of wondrous height, 2^ 
Unfurls the Christian flag, whicK waving flies. 
And shuts and open« mor^ than half the skies: 
The Cross so strong 9 red, it sheds a stain, . 
Where'er it floats^ oa earib, and air, and main i 

T9uni^,2 C ij 
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plushes the hill, and sets on fire the Wdod, g 

i^nd turns the deep-<|y'd ocean into blood. 

Oh formidable glory ! dreadful bright 1 
Hefulgent torture to the guilty sight. 
Ah turn, unwary Muse 1 nor dare reveal 
\Vhat horrid thoughts with the polluted <lwelL. jM 
Say not, (to make the sun shrink in his beam) 
pare |iot affirm they wish it all a dream ; 
Wfsh or their souls may with their limbs decay. 
Or God be spoil 'd of his eternal sway : 
But rather, if thou know'st the means, unfold 
|io\v they wi^h transport might the scene behold. 

Ah how ! but by repentance, by a mind 
gutck, and severe, its own offence to find f 
By tears, an^ groans, afid never-cea.sing care. 
And all the pious violence of pray *r? y$ 

Thus then, with fervency, till now unknown, 
I cast my heart before th* eternal throne, 
Ifi this great temple, which the skies surround 
For honiage to its Lord, a narrow bound. 

'* O ThQU ! whose balance does the mountains weigh, 
" Whose will the wild tumultuous seas obey^ 
*' Whose breath can tuMi those wat*ry worlds to flame, 
*f Thdt f]ame to tempest, and tl«at tempest tame ; 
'* £arth*s meanest soii, all trembling, prostrate falls, 
" And on the boundless of thy goodness calls. 3:0 

" Oh ! give the winds ajl.past offence to swe^p, 
f Tq scatter wide, or |)ury in the deep : * ' 
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*• Thy ipow'Ti my weskness^ may I «ver »•*; 
^* knd HfhoUy dedicate my soul tci tliee : 

'' Reign o'er my will ; my pas^ons ^b and flotf 

** At thy coniifiand, nor buitiao motive kdo# l 

" If aqger boil, let ani^r be i^v praise; 

*' And MO tlie graceful indignation rai»e : 

" My Ibve be warm to siiccour the distreta'd^ 

" And Hft the burden from the soul oppresa'd; Jjo 

" Oh may my linderstandiiig eret read 
** This gloridus Tolurae which tliy wisdpth made ! 
'' Who dcctft the nutideri Sprtiig with flbw*ry JMride i 
" Who c^lls Ibrtb Sdnimer; like a sparkling bride i 
" Who joys the ihothclr Autumn's bed to crbwn i 
" And bids aid W inter Idy bet honours dowti 7 
*' Kot the greUt Ottoman, or greater Ciar^ 
*' Not Europe's arbitress of peace aiid war. 
*' May sea, ancl land, and^artb, aiid beay'ii, ^ejoln'^; 
" To bring th'^tei'ual Author 16 my niihd| 349 

" When oteans roar, ttr a#ful thunders roll, 
" May thoughts of thy dread vehgeattce shake iny sbiil; 
" When eirth's ih bloom, efr piifn^ts proudly shidej 
'' Adore^ my Heah 1 the Majesty Divinb. 

" Thro' ^v'r^ s^enfe of life, or petic^, 6r War, 
" Plenty, ot wint, iHy glory be my cai«l 
** Skint we in strms ? or sing beneathi our vin^ t 
** Thine iarthi vintage, and the conquest thin^: 
** Thy pleasure poinu the shaft, and berids the bow; 
*^ The cr«s(«r bfglts, or bids it brightly gfo# : |itf 
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" 'Tis thou that leadst our pow'rful armies forth, 
" And giv'st great Anne thy sceptre o'er the North* 

*' Grant I may ever, at the morning ray, 
** Open with pray'r the consecrated day; 
" Tune thy great praise, and bid my soul arise, 
" And with the mounting sun ascend the ^ies : 
*' As that advances, let my zeaj^ improve, 
" And glow with ardour of consummate love; 
" Nor cease at eve, but with the setting sun 
" My endleiss worship shall be still begun. 3^^ 

'< And, oh ! permit the gloom of solenin Night 
'' To sacred thought niay forcibly invite. 
" When this world 's shut, and awful planets rise^ 
" Call on our minds, and raise them to the skies; ^ 
" Compose our souls with a less dazzling sight, 
" And shew all Nature in a milder light ; 
" How ev'ry bois^rous thought in calm subsides ! 
*' How the smootli'd spirit into goodness glides 1. 
'* O how divine! to tread the Milky Way, 
"'To the bright palace of the Lord of day 1 370 

" His court admire, or fox his favour sue, 
'' Or leagues of friehdbbip with his saints renew; 
" Pleas'd lo look down, and see the wot kl, asleep, 
** VVhile I long vjgils to its founder keep I 

'< Ganst ihou not shake the centre P Oh, control* 
*' Subdue by force, the rebel in my soul. 
" ^hou who canst still the raging of tlie fipod, 
" Ae&truia tiic various tumults of my blood : 
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«' Teach me, with equal firmness, xo suetain 

" Alluring pleasure, and assaulting pain^ 3S9 

*' may I pant for thee in each desire I 

" And with strong faith foment the holy fire! 

" Stretch oi;t my soul in hope, and grasp the prize 

" Which in Eternity's deep bosom lies! 

" At the great day of recotnpence behold, 

" Devoid of fear, the fatal book unfQld ! 

" Then wafted upward to the blissful seat, 

•« From age to age my grateful song repeat ; 

" My Jight, my life, my God, my Saviour see^ 

f And rival angels in the praise of thee/' j^. 
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THE LAST DAY. 



BOOK III. 



Zsie qu'ique in fain remiiiiicitur, affore trmputf 

Q^o mare, ^-jo itMau corrtptaqve rcBia toslU 

Ardeat} ec mundi moles operuca laborrt. OVID MET. 



i HB book Unfolding, the l^spteniient seilt 
Of saints and angels, the tfemendtMis fate 
Of giiiliy souls, the gloomy realms of woCj 
And all the Horrors of the World beloWj 
I liejtt presumii fo sing. What yet remains 
Demands my Istst, but niost exalted straihs; 
And let the Musl^ or noMr affect tlvt sky. 
Or in inglorious ithades for ever lie. 
^he kihdies ; 6h4e *s infldm'd, so near the godf ; 
Shi^ mounts : she gains Upon the staf-ry pole; td 

The world grows Ifess as she pursues her flighty 
And thtesun darkl&t)s to her distant sight. 
Ueav'n op*ning, all its satred pditip displays^ 
And overwhelms lier with the rushing blate! 
The triumph rings ! aithangels shout aroimdl 
And echoing Nature lengthens outtbls'soundl 

Ten thousand trumpets now at once advance j 
Now deepest silence lulls tlie vast expense: 
So tieep the silence, and so strong the blasi. 
As Nature dy'd, when she hat) groan'd her last. fo 
if or man nor angel moves; the Judge on high 
Looks round, and with his glory fills the sky; 
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Then on the f ital book his band he Iaj9, 
^Vhich high tp view supporiiog seraphs raise; 
In solemn form the rituals are pr(;par'd. 
The seal is broken^ and a groan is heard. 
And thou, roy Soul ! (oh, fall to sudden pray'r. 
And let the thought sink deep!) shalt thou be tfaeret 

See on the left (for by the great command 
The throng divided fajis on eiiher hand) jo 

Ho^ weak, hoiv pale, bow haggard, how obscene^ 
What more than death in every face and mien I 
With what distress, and glarings of aifright. 
They shook the heart, and turn away the sight I 
{n gh)omf orbs their trembling eyeballs roil. 
And tell tl)e horrid secrets of the souJ: 
Each gesture mourns, each louk is black with care. 
And ev'ry groan is loaden with despair. 
Reader t if guilty, spare the Muse, and find 
A tfuer image pictured in thy mind. 40 

Shouldst thou behold thy brother, father, wife. 
And all the soft companions 0f thy life. 
Whose blended interests levell'd at one aim, 
\Vl)ose mix*d desires sent up one common fiame. 
Divided far, thy wretched self alone 
Cast gn the left of all' whom thou hast known. 
How would It wound? what millions woaldst thou 
For one more trial, one day more to live f TS*'^'^ 

Flung backtin time an hour, a moment's space, 

To grasp with eagerness the>means of grace, jo 
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Cdiitend for mercy uith a pioua riftge, 
And in that moment to redeem an age? 
Drive back the tide, sust)end a kbrth in air^ 
Arrest the sun, but sttli of thii dif^pair. 

Mark, on the right, hour amiable a grace t , 

Their Maker's imagbfreiH in ev'py fVicel 
What purple bloom my ravbh'd soui addfiiret. 
And their eyes sparkling with inunortal Hires'. 
Triuibphant Beauty ! charms that rise abdv^ 
This vvorld, and in bless'd angels kindle love ! ^ 

To the grieat Judge with holy pride they ttirn. 
And dare behold th' Almighty'^ anger biirn, 
Ifs flash sustain, agskinst its terror rise. 
And on the diead tribunal fix their eyes. 
Are th^se the fornis that moulder'd in the dudt I 
Oh the transcendent glory of ili^ justi 
Yet still some thiri rennains of fear arid doubt 
Xh' iiifetted brightness of their joy pollute. 

Thui the bhaste' bridegroom, when the priest draws 
Beholds his blessibg with a trembling bye, C'^if^^ 
Feels doubtful passions throb in ^v'ry vein, 71 

And itt his cheeks are mingled joy and pain. ^ 
Lest still some intervening chance shotild rise. 
Leap fdirth at once> and snatch the golden prize, 
Inflamte his woe, by bringing it s6 late. 
And ^tab him in the crisis of bis fa|e. 

Sincte Adam's family, from first to Iast)| 
How into one distinct survey is cdstj 
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1.00k round, Taingloriovs Mum! aud you whoever 
Pevote yourselves to Fame, and think her t^ir. Ha 
%Axk round, and seek the lights of human race« 
ivhose shining acts Time's bri^^test annals grace; 
Who founded sects, crowns conquer'd or resign'd ; 
pave names to nationSy or fam'd empirrs join'd; 
Who rais'd the vale, and laid the mountain low. 
And taught obedient rivers where to flow; 
Who with vast fleets, as n ith a mighry chain. 
Could bind ihe madness of the roaring main ; 
All lost! all undistinguished! nowhere found ! 
}iow will thi^ truth in Bourbon's palace sound ? ^ 

That hour, <H) which the Almighty King on high. 
From all eternity, has fix'd his eye. 
Whether his right hand fnvo'4r'd or annoy'd, 
Continu'd, alter'd, threaten'd, or destroy'd. 
Southern or eastern sceptre downward hurl'd. 
Gave north and west dominion o'er the world ; 
The point of time, for which the world was buill. 
For which the blood of God himself was spilr. 
That dreadful moment is arriv'd. — 

Aloft, the seats of bliss their pomp display, too- 
Brighter than brightness this di&tinguisii'J day; 
Less«gIorious when of old tb' eternal Son 
From realms of night reiurn*d with 'trophies won ; 
Thro' fcieav'n's high gates when he triumphant rod^. 
And shouting angels haii'd the Victor God. 
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Horirors beneathi dArkties^ iii darkness, hell 
Of hell, where torments behind tbrtn^tits ^wh\i; 
A furnai:e formidable, 6hep atld wide, 
O'erboilirig with a ihad sulphureous tide; 
Expands its jaws, more drfeadfol to survey, lib 

And foars outrageous for the destih'd prey: 
The sons of light scarce unappalPd look down, ~ 
And nearer press heav*n*^ evertastlng throne. 

Such is the scene, atld one short mbmeht's space 
Concludes the hopes and fears of hiiman race; 
Proceed who dares! — I tremble as I ivrit^j 
The whole creation swims before my sight ; 
I see, I see the Judge's frb\«ning brow ; 
^ay not 'tis distant ; I behold it now : 
1 faint, my tardy blood forgets to floW, rib 

My soul recoils at the stupendous wde; 
That woe, those paiigs, which from the guilty breast 
In these, or words likk ihtsCy shall be expf-est. 

** Who burst the barriers of tny peaceful grave ? 
" Ah I crufel D^ath; that woUld no longer save, 
*' Buji grudg'd me ev'n that narrow dark abode; 
** And cast me oiit into the wr^th of God ; 
*' Where shrieks, the roaring fldme, the rattlfbg chain; 
'' And all the dreadful eloquence of Pain, 
*' Our only song; black fire's hialignartt light; ij6 
*'>The sole refreshment of the blasted sight. 

** Must all those pow'rs Heav'n gave me to supply 
*' My soul trith pleasure, and bring in iny joy; 
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" Rise up iiranns Against me, join the foe, 

" Seilse, leason, memory, increase my woe ; 

" And shall my Toice, ordain'd on hymns to dwelly 

" Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hell ? 

" Oh! must I look with terrof on my gain, 

" And with existence only measure pain ? 

" What! no reprieve, Ho least indulgence giv'n^ 140 

" No beam of hope, from any point of heav'n ! 

" Ah Mercy ! Mercy I ai^t thou dead abbve ? 

" Is love extinguish 'd in the Source of love ? 

*' Bold thiat I am, did Heav'n stoop down to htU i 
" Th' expiring Lord of Life my ransom seal ? 
" Have I not been industrious to provoke ? 
** From his embraces obstinately broke i 
" Pursu'd and panted for his mortal hate 
** Earned my destruction, laboured out my fate? 
'' And ^iare I on extinguish'd love exclaim ? 150 

" Take, takefuli vengeance^ rouse the slacken i n^ flame^ 
" Just is my lot — but, oh I must it transcend 
" The reach of time, despair a distant end ? 
'* VYith dreadful growth shoot forward, and arise, 
" Where Thought cann't follow, and bold Fancy dies 1 

'/ Never! where falls the soul at that dread sound I 
" Down an .abyss how dark, and how profound 1 
" Down, downi (I still am falling, horrid pain I) 
" Ten thousand thousand fathoms still remain; 
" My plunge but still begun — and this for sin i J^ 
" Could I offend if I had never been. 

Volume lit. 



** But Still increas*d the senseless happiy vmls; 
!' PIow^*d in the stream, or shiver'd in the grass f 

" Farher of mercies! why from silent earth 
*' Didst thou awake, and curse me into birth ? 
'* Tear me from quiet, ravish me from night, 
" And make a thankless present of thj lightl 
" Push into being a reverse of thee, 
" And animate a dod with misery 7, i^ 

«' The beasts are happy; they come forth, and keep 
" Short watch on earth, and then He down to sleep: * 
'* I'ain is for man ; and, ohl how vast a pain 
" For crimes, which made the Godhead bleed in vain ? 
** Annull*d his groans, as far as in them lay, 
^* And flung his agonies and death away ? 
" As our dire punishment for ever strong, 
" Our constitution, too, for ever young, 
^* Curs'd with returns of vigour, still the same, 
*' Fow*rfu1 to bear, and satisfy the flame; 
" Still to be caught, and still to he pursu'dl iSo 

" To perish still, and still to be renew*dl 

'* And this, my Helpl my God 1 at thy decree ? 
'* Nature is chang'd, and hell should succour me. 
i* And canst thou then look downfrom perfect bliss, 
[* And see ine plunging in the dark abyss ? 
** Calling thee Father in a sea of fire ? 
*'* Or pouring blasphemies at thy desire ? 
'* With mortals' anguish wilt thou. raise thy name, 
*' And by my pangs omnipotence proclaim ? 
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" Thou who canst toss the planHs to ind fro, t$d 
•' Contract hot thy great vengeance to my woe ; 
" Crush worlds ; in hotter flames faM'h angels lay; 
" On me ahnighfy wraih is ca^t away. 
" Call back thy thunders. Lord ? bold in thy rage; 
'* Nor with a ?peck of wretchedness engage : 
" Forget me quite, ncr stoop a \v6rm to biame^ 
" liut lose tne in the greatness ot thy name. 
" Thou att all love, all mercy, all divine^ 
*' And shall I make those glories cease to shine? 
*' Shall sinrul man grow great by his cflfence, tiit 

" And from its course turnback Onmipbtencc? 

" Forbid it! and, ohi grant, great God! at least 
*' This one, this slender^ almost no request; 
" When I have wept a thou>and lives away, 
•• Wh^n Torment is grown weary of its prey, 
" When I have rav'd ten thousand ycard in fire^ 
" Ten thdttsanki thousands, let me then expire." 

Deep anguish I but too late ; the hopeless soul 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool, 
Tlio' loaihi and ever loUd blaspheming^ owns z\% 
He *s justly doom*d to pour eternal groans; 
Enclos'd With horrors, and transfix'd with pain> 
Rolling in vengeance^ struggling with his chain; 
To talk to iiery tempests^ to implore 
The raging flame to give its burnings o'er; 
To toss, to writhe, to pant beneath his load^ 
And bear tbt weight of an offended God^ 



3l6 THE LAST DAY. B^si li 

The favourM of their Judge in triumph move 
To take possession cf their thrones alcove, 
Satan's accurs'd desentionto supply, 2^0 

And fill the vacant stations of the sky ; 
Again to kindle long-extingulsh'd rays. 
And with npw lights dilate the heav'nly blaze ^ 
To crop the roses of immortal youth. 
And drink the fountainrhead of sacred truth; 
To swim in seas of bliss, to strike the string. 
And lift the voipe to their Almighty King; 
To lose eternity in gi^teful lays, 
And fil) beav'ns wide circumference with praise. • 

But I attempt the wondrous height in vain, ' ^39 
And leave unfinish'd the too Iof:y strain : 
What boldly I beg-in let other* end; 
My strength exhausting, fainting I descend. 
And chuse a less, but no ignoble ihcme, * 
Dissolving elements, and worlds in flame. . 

The fatal period, the great hour is come, . 
And Np.tur^ shrinks at her approaching dooni^ 
Loud peals of thunder give the sign, and all 
Heav'n's terrors in array surround the bail; 
Siiarp ligl|tnings with the meteors' bla^e consptie, 240 
And, darted downward, set the world op iue: 
Black rising clouds the thicken'd fther choHe* 
And spiry tUm^i dart thro' the rolling smoke^ 
With ke^n vibrations cut the sullen night, - 
^nd strike the darkfsn'd^^k^ with dreadful light f 
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From h6av'n's four r^tons, with immortal force* 
Angels drive on the wind's impetuous course* 
T' enrage the flame ; it 8|ireads* it soars on high* 
Swells in the storm* and billows thro* the skjr ; 
Here winding pyramids of fire attend* 153 

Cities and deserts in one ruin blend; 
Here blazing volumes* wafted^ overwheliil 
The spacious face of a far distant realm ; 
There* undermin*d* down rush eternal hills* 
The neighb'ring vales th6 tast destruction fills. 

Hear*st thou that dreadful cfack ? that sctund which 
Like peals of thunder* and the centre shook ? [[broke 
What wonders must that grOan of Nature tell ? 
Olympus there* and mightier Atlas, fell* 
Which seem*d* above the reach of Fate to stand 260 
A tow'ring monument of God's right-hand* 
Now dust and smoke* whose brow so lately spread 
O'er sheltered countries its diffusive shade. 

Shew me that celebrated spot* where all 
The various rulers of the sever'd ball 
Have humbly sought wealth, honour* and redress* 
That land which Heav'n seem*d diligent to bless* 
Once caird Britannia ; can her glories end t 
And cann*t surrounding sea^ her realms defend ? 
Alas ! in flames behold surroicnd^g seas 1 ^ 

Like oil, their water but ai^^ment the blaie. 

Sonne angel say where ran proud Asia's bound ? 
Or where with^firiuts wa^faijr £uropa crown'd ? 

©111 
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T/here8tretch*d waste Lybia? where did Indiats store 
Sparkle in di'monds, and her golden ore ? *"> 

Each lost in eacb« their mingling kingdoms glow. 
And all dissolv'd, one fiery deluge flow: 
Thus earth's contending monarchies arejoin'd. 
And a full period of ambition find. 

And now whate'er or swims, or walkf, or fliies, %H 
Inhabitants of sea, or earth, or skies; 
All on whom Adam's wisdom iix'd a name. 
All plunge, and perish in the con^u'ring flame. 
This globe alone would but defraud the fire. 
Starve its devouring tage; the flakes as|)ire, 
And catch the clouds, and make the hfav*n*s theiv 
The sun, the moon, the stars, all melt away ; Cp>rcy> 
All, all is lost; no monument, no stgn. 
Where once so proudly blaz'd the gay machine. . 
So babbles on the foaming stream expire, 290 

So sparks that scatter from the kindling Are; 
The devastations of one dreadful hour 
The great Creator's six days work devour: 
A mighty, mighty ruin ! yet one soul * 
Has more to boast, and far outweighs the whole ; 
Kxalted in superior excellence. 
Casts down to nothing such a vast expense. 
Have ye not seen ih' eternal mountain's nod^ 
All earth dissolving, a descending God? 
What strange surpri&es thro' all rature ran ? 3^0 

Fur \v!.o;n these rcvoluti. n^but tor man t . 
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For him Omnipotence new measures takes^ 
For him thro' ail eternity awakes; 
Pours on him gifts, sufiic^^qt to supplj 
Heav'n's I093, and with fresh glories fill the sky. 

Think deeply then^ O Mahl bow great thou art; 
Pay thyself homage with a trembling heart i 
Wh^t jingels gu4rd no longer dare neglect^ 
Slighting thyself^ afi&ont not God% respect. 
Enter the sacred temple of thy breast^ 3111 

And gaze and Wander, there, a ravish'd guest ; 
Gaze on those hidden treasures thou shall find* 
Wander thro' all the glories of thy inind. 
Of perfect knowledge, see, the dawning light 
Foretels a noon most exquisitely bright I 
Here springs of endless joy are breaking fo^tHt 
There buds the promise of celestial worth \ 
Worth wbi^h must ripen in a happier clime. 
And brighter sun, beyond the bounds of time. 
Thou, minor, canst not guess thy vast estate, 330 
What stores, qn foreign coasts, thy landing wait ; 
Lose not thy claim, let virtue's paths be trod. 
Thus glad all heav'n, and please that bounteous God* 
Who, to light thee to pleasures, hung on high 
yon* radiant orb, prou4 regent of the sky : 
That service done, its beams shall fade away. 
And God 8hiii« fonh in one eternal day. 

End of Hook TLird, 
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Fbom lofty themes^ from tbougfatS'that soar*d on bigfi^ 
And open*d wondrous scenes above the sky« 
My Muse I descend : indulge my fond desire: 
With softer thoughts my melting soul inspire^ 
And smooth my numbers to a female's praise: 
A partial world will Usten to my lays. 
While Anna reigns, and sets a.female name 
Unri?aird in the glorious lists of Fame. 

Hear, ye fair DaugKters of this happy land! 
Whose radiant eyes the vanquished world command^ 
Virtue is beauty ; but when charms of mind ii 

With elegance of outward form are jotn'd> 
When youthmakes such bright objectsstill moiebright. 
And Fortune sets them in the strongest light^ 
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Tis all of heav'n that we below may view, 
'And all but adoration is your due. 

Fam*d femafe virtue did this isle adorn 
Ere Ormond, or her glorious Queen was bom : 
When now Maria's powerful arms prevail'd^ 
And haughty Dudley's bold ambition faird^ 20 

The beauteous daughter of great Suffolk's race. 
In blooming youth, adom'd with ev'ry grace^ 
Who gain'd a crown by treason not her own. 
And innocently fiU'd another's throne^ 
liurl'd from the summit of imperial state. 
With equal mind sustain'd the stroke of Fate. 

But how will Guilford, her far dearer part. 
With manly reason fortify his heart ? 
At once she longs, ancl is afraid to know; 
Now swift she moves, and now advances slow^ 3q 
To find her lord, and, finding, passes by, 
Siienf with fear, nor dares she meet his eye. 
Lest that, una^k'd, in speechless grief disclose 
The mournful secret of his inward woes. 
Thus after sickness, doubtful of her face. 
The melancholy virgjn shuns the glas^. 

At length, with troubled thought, but look serene^ 
And sorrow softcn'd by her heav'niy mien. 
She clasps her lord, brave beautiful, and young. 
While tender accents melt upon her tongue; ^o 

Gentle and sweet, as vernal zephyr blows, 
^annin^ the lily, or the blooming rose. 
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" GrIeVenot, my Lord; a crown indeed, is lost i 
^' What far outshines a crown we still may boast ^ 
^ A mind compos'd, a mind that can disdain 
** A fruitless sorrow for a loss so vain. 
" NothiAg is toss that virtue <;an improve 
" To wealth eternal and return above; 
" Above where no distinction shall be known 
*' ' Twixt him whom storms have shaken from a throne 
** And him who^ basking in the smiles of Fate^ ^i 
" Shone forth in all the splendour of the great: 
" Nor can 1 Had the diff rcnce here bek>w; 
" I lately was a queen ; I still am so, 
*' While Guildford's wife: thee rather I obeyi 
" Than o*er mankind extend imperial sway. 
** When we lie down in some obscure retreat^ 
*' IncensM Maria may her rage foiget; 
<' And I to death my duty will improve^ 
*' And what you miss in empire acid in love— -«r , Co 
" Your godlike soul |$ open'd in your look, 
*' And I iiavQ faintly your great meaiiing spoke. 
^' For this alone I 'm pleas'd I wore the crown> 
*' To find with what content we lay it down* 
*' Heroes may win, but 'tis a heav'nly race 
" Can quit a throne with a becoming grace.'* 

Thus spoke the fairest of her sex, and cheer'd 
Her drooping lord, whose boding bosom fear'd 
A darker cloud of ills would burst, and shed 
Severer vengeance on her guiltless head. )• 



Too just, alas, the terrors whkh he felt ! 

For, lol a guard !— forgive me if he melt—* 

How sharp her pangs, when sever'd from his side. 

The most sincerely kyv'd, and loving bridb 

In space confin'd^ the Muse forbears to lell ; 

Deep was her anguish but sh« bore it wcH : 

His paiii was equal, but his virtue less ; 

He thought in grief there could be no excess. 

Pensive he sat, o'ercast with gloomy care. 

And often fondly clasp'd his absent fair; S» 

Now, vlent, wajider'd thro* the rooms of state. 

And sicken'd at the pomp, and tax*d his fate. 

Which thus i^dorn'd, in all her shining store, 

A splendid wretch, ntagnificer\tly poor. 

Kow 00 the bridal-bed bis eyes were cast. 

And anguish fed on his er\ioyments past; 

Each recollected pleasure tpade him smart. 

And ev'ry transport stabb'd him to th<^ heart, 

That happy moon which summon*d to delight. 
That moon which shone on bis dear nuptial night, 90 
Which saw him fo Id her yet untasted chaiiTis 
(Deny'd to princes) in his longing arms, 
Now sees the transient blessing fleet away, 
Empire and love ! (he vision of a day. 

Thus, in tiie British clime/u summer-storm 
Will oft' the smiling face of heav'n deform ; 
The winds with violence at once descend, 
Sweep flow'rs and kuit9, and m«!ke the furest bend ; 
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S^eet innocence in chains can take her rest ; 
Soft slumber gently creeping thro' her breast^ 
She sinks ; and in her sleep is re-enth.ron'd, 
MocJc^d by a gaudy dream, and vainly crownM. 
She views her fleets and armies, seas and land. 
A nd stretches wide her shadow of comroaikd : i Ox 

With royal purple is lier vision hung; 
By phantom hosts are shouts of conquest riiBg ; 
l^ow at her feet the suppliant xival lies ; 
Our pris'ner mourns her faie, and bids her rise. 

Now level beamft upon the waters play'djL 
Glanc*d on the hills, and westward cast the shade ; 
The busy trades in City had began ' 
To sound, and speak the painful lifi^ of man. 
In tyrants' breasts the thoughts 9fveng<?ance rouse^ 
^nd the (oi\^ bridegroom turns h|m tc his spouse. 1 7^ 
At this first birth of light, while morning breaks, 
Qur spouseless bride, our widow'd wife awakes; 
Awakes, and smiles ; nor night's intyosture blames^ 
Her real pomps were little mofe than dreams; 
A short-Cv'd blaze, a lightning quickly o'er, 
Th^t dy'd in birth, that shone ^nd were no more: 
She turns her 9\<k, and soon resumes a slate 
Of mind well suited to her aller'd fate. 
Serene, tho' serious, when dread tilings come 
( Vh wretched Guilfcrcl!) of her instant doom. 18a 
Sunl hide thy beams; in clouds as bJuck as night- 
Thy face involve; be guiltless of the sight; 
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Or haste mort swiftly to Ihe western main^ 
Nor let her blood the conscious daylight stain i 

Ohl how severe! to fall so new a bride. 
Yet blushing from the priest, in youthful pride; 
When Time had ju^t matur'd each perfect grace> 
And o^en'd all the wonders of her face 1 
To leav^ her Gttiid(btd.dead to all relief/ 
Fond of bis woe, and obstinate in grief, i^ 

Unhappy fair I whatever FaHcy drew, ' 
(Vain pron^is'd blessings) vanish from her view; 
No train of cheerful days, endearing nights, 
Njo sweet domestic joys, and chaste delights ; 
pleasures that blosioti\ey*n from doubts and fdarsy 
And bliss and rapture rising out of cares: 
No little Gttllfordj withrpaiernai grace, 
Luird on her knee, or smiling in her face; , 
Who, when her dearesft father shall jn^turn^ 
From pouting tears on her untimely urn, 2to 

Might comfort to his silver hairs impart. 
And fill her place in his indulgent hoart; 
As where fruits £ali^ quick-rising blossoms. smile« 
And the.ble6s*d Indian of his cares beguile. 

In vain these various reasons jointly press 
To blacken death, and heighten her distress; 
She thro* th' encircling terrors darts her sight 
To the bless'd rci^ions of eternal light. 
And fills her soul with peace : to>veeping friends 
Her father aqd her Iprd she recpmmeods, »io 

l'*iiuig,1 E ij 
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Vnmov'd herself: her foes her air survey^ 

And rage to see their malice thrown away« 

She soars; now nought on earth detains her care-^.^ 

But Guilford, who still struggles for his 8har«. 

Still will bis form importunately rise« 

Clog and retard her transport to the skies. 

As trembling flames now take a feeble flight. 

Now catch the brand with a returning light. 

Thus her soul onward, from the seats above 

Falls fondly back> and kindles into love. a 20 

At length she conquers in tlie doubtful field : 

That Ileav'n she seeks wni1>e her Guilford's shi«|d. 

Now death 'n welcome: his approach is slow ; 

' lis tedious longer to expect the blow. 

Oh, Mortals! short of sight, who think the past 
O'erblown misfortune still shall prove the last : 
Al^s! misfortunes travel in a train. 
And oft' in life form oticr perpetual chain : ' 
Fear buries fear, and- ills on ills attend. 
Till life and sorrow meet one common ^d. 2jo 

She thinks that she has nought Jbut death to fear. 

And death Is conquer'd. Worse than death is near 2 

Her rigid trials are not yet complete ; 

The new* arrives of her jfreat father's ftite. 

She sees his hoary head, all while with age, ' 

A victim to thVofi'ended monarch's rage. 

How great the mercy, had she breath'd her last 

%tt the dire sentence on her father P49t ! 
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A fonder parent t^atum never knew. 
And as his age increas'd his fondness grew; ^40 

A parent's love ne'er better was bestow'd ; 
The pious daughter In her heart o*erflow'd« 
And can she from all weakness still refrain f 
And still the iiminess of her soul maintain? 
Impossible I a sigh will force iis way« 
One patient tear her mortal birth betray ; 
She sighs and weeps ! but so sl^ weeps and sigb»» 
As silent dews descend, and vapours rise* 

Celestial Patience 1 how dost thou defeat 
The foe's proud menace^ and elude his hate ? J^o 
While Passion tal(^ her part« betrays our peace. 
To death and torture swells each slight disgrace; 
By not opposing thou dost ills destroy. 
And wear thy conquer'd sorrows into joy. 

Now she revolves within her anxious mind 
What woe still lingers in reserve behind. 
Griefs rise on grieis, and she can see no bound. 
While nature lasts, and can receive a wound. 
The sword is drawn; the Queen 10 rage inciin'dj 
By mercy nor by piety confin'd. itfo 

What mercy can the zealot's heart assuage. 
Whose piety itself converts to rage ? 
She thought, and sigh'd : and now the blood began 
To leave her beauteous cheek all cold and wans 
New sorrow dimm'd the lustre of her eye^ 
And on ber cheek the fading roses die. 

£ iij 
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Alas! should Guilford too — When now she's brought 
To that dire view, that precipice of thought. 
While there she tremblti^ stands, nor dares look down, 
Nor can reoede, *til 1 H eav*n^s decrees are known* z jo 
Cure of 9II ills, till now her lord appears—* 
But not to cheer h«r hearty and dry her tears ! 
Not now, as usual, like the rising day. 
To cbas^ the shadows and the damps away. 
But, like a gloomy storm, at once to sweep 
And plunge her to the bottom of the deep. 
Black were his robes, dejected was his air. 
His voice was frozen by his oold despair; 
Slow like a ghost, he mov'd with solemn pace ; 
A dying paleness sat upon his face. %S^ 

Back she recoil'd, she smote her lovely breast. 
Her eyes the anguish of her heart oonfest ; 
Struck to the soul, she stagger'd with tl;e wouni^ 
And sunk, a breathless image, to the ground. 
Thus the fair lily, wlien the sky 's o'ercast. 
At first bat shudders in the feeble blast; 
But when the winds and weighty r^ins descend^ 
The fair and upright stem is forc'd to bend. 
Till broke, at length, its snowy leaves are shed. 
And strew with 4y'u^ sweets their native bed. 2^^ 



End <f Book FinL 
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Hf K Guilford clasps her, beantifu! in deaths 
And with a kiss recalls her fleeting breath. 
To tapers thus, which by a blast expire^ 
A lighted taper, touch'd, restores the fire. 
Sherear'd her swimming eye, and saw the light. 
And Ouilford, too, er she had loath'd the sight. 
Her £ither*s death she bore, despis'd her own. 
But now she m\xiK, she will, have leave to groan. 
'' Ah! Guilford !" she began, and would have spoke. 
But sobs rush*d in, and ev'ry accent broke : to 

Reason itself, as gusts of passion blew. 
Was ruffled in the tempest and withdrew. 

So the youth lost his image in the well. 
When tears upon the yielding surface felt ; 
The scatter*d features slid into decay. 
And spreading circles drove his face away. 

To touch the soft affections, and contioul 
The manly temper of the bravest soul. 
What with afiiicted beauty can compare, 
Aud ({rops of lovf di»tiliing frpm tl;e faU ? ?^ 
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It melts us down : our pains delight bestow^ 
And we with fondness languish o*er our woe. 

This GuilfoH provM : and, with excess of pain. 
And pleasure too, did to his bosom strain 
The weeping fair : sunk deep in soft desire, 
Indulg'd bis Idve, and nurs*d the raging fire; 
Then tore himself away ; and, standing wide. 
As fearing a relapse of fondness, cry'd. 
With ill dissembled grief, " My Life I forbear; 
" You wound your Guillbrd with each cruel tear: 30 
** Did you not chide my grief? repress your own, 
'' Nor want compassion for yourself alone. 
*' H^ve you beheld hoMr, from the distant main« 
*' The thronging waves roll on, a num'rous tiain, 
'' And foam, and bellow, till they reach the shore, 
" There burst their noisy pride, and are no more ? 
** Thus the successive flows of human race, 
** Chas'd by the comings the preceding chase; 
'* They sound and swell» their haughty heads thejr rear, 
*' Then fall, and'flatten, break, and disappear. 40 
" Life is a forfeit we must shortly pay, 
*' And where 's the mighty lucre of a day ? 
" Why should you mourn my fate ? 'tis most unkind; 
*' Your own you bore with an unshaken mind : 
** And which, can you imagine, was the dart 
" That drank most blood, sunk deepest in my heart? 
*' I cannot live without you; and my doom 

I meet with joy, to share one common tomb.*^ 



if 
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" And are again your tears profusely spitt ? 

" Oh i theni my kindness blackens to my guilt; 50 

" It foils itself if it recall your pain :-— 

** Life of my life I I beg.you to refrain ; 

" The load which Fate' imposes you increase^ 

'* And help Maria to destroy my peace." 

But, oh I against himself his labour turn'd ; 
The more he comforted the more she mourn'd. 
Compassion swells our grief: words sofr and kind 
But sooth our weakness, and dissolve the mind. 
Her sorrow flow'd in streams ; nor her^s alone ; 
While that he blam'd, he yielded to bis own. 6f» 

Where are the smiles she wore, when she, so I^te^ 
Haii'd him great partner of the regal state ; 
When orient gems around her temples biaz*d. 
And beilding nations on the glory gazM I 

'Tis now the Queen's command they both retreat. 
To weep with dignity and mourn i|i state: 
She forms the decent misery with Joy, 
And loads with pomp the wretch she wotild djestioy* 
A spacious hall is hung with black, all light 
Shut out, and noonday darken'd into night : 90 

From the mid roof a lamp depends oi^ high. 
Like a dim crescent in a clouded sky ; 
It sheds a quiv'ring melancholy gloom, ■ . 
W hich only, ghews the darkness of :ihe room : , 
A shining axe is on the table laid, 
A dreadful sight! and glittery thrp? the $hade, 
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In this sad scene the loven are confin*d> 
A scene of terrors to a guilty mind ! 
A scene that would have damp'd with rising cares^ 
And quite extinguished ev'ry love but theirs, 80 

What can they do? they fix their mournful eyes— • 
Then Guilford thus abruptly : «' I despise 
" An empire lost ; I fling away the crown ; 
** Numbers have laid that bright delusion down; 
^* But where 's the Charles, or Dioclesian where, 
** Could quit the blooming, wedded, weeping fair i 
" Oh ! to dwell ever on thy lip f to stand 
-<* In full possession of thy snowy hand! 
*' And, thro' th' unclouded crystal of thy eye, 
" The heay'aly treasures of thy mind to spy ! 90 

'* Till rapture reason happily destroys, 
" And my soni wanders throMmmortal joysl 
" Give me the world, and ask me where 's my bHss ? 
" I tiasp thee to my breast, and answer. This. 
*' And shall the grave"-— He groans, and can no more. 
But all her charms in silence traces o'er; 
II er lip, her cheek, and eye, tQ wonder wrought. 
And, wond'ring, sees, in sad presaging thought. 
From that fair neck, that wocld of beauty, fall. 
And roll along the dust, a ghastly ball ! 

Oh ! let those tremble who are greatly bless'd I 
For who but Guilford could be thus distress'd f 
Come hither, all you Happy ! all you Great! 
From flow'iy meadows, aiid from rooms of state; 
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Kor think I call ;oar pleasures to <It9troy^ 
But to refine, and to exalt your joy : 
Weep not; but smiling, fix your ardent care 
On nobler titles than the brave of fair. 

Was ever such a mournful^ moving sight? 
See, if you.can, by that dim, trembling light : tjo 
Now fbey embrace; and mix*d with bitter wo^^ 
L/U Isis and her Thames, one stream they flow ; 
Now they start wide; fix'd in benumbing care. 
They stiffen Into statues of despair: 
Novr, tenderly severe, and fiercely kiqdy 
Tbpy rush' at once ; they fHng their cares behind^ 
And clasp as iC to death; new vows repeat, 
And quite wrappM up in loye, forget their fate. 
A sliort delusion! for the raging pain 
Beturns, and their poor liearts. must bleed again, f 20. 

Meantime the Queen new cruelty decreed; 
But ill content that they shouK) only bleed, 
A priest is sent, who, with insidious art. 
Instills h.s poison into Suffolk's heart ; 
And Guilford drank it, hanging on thebreasi. 
He from hi^ childhoo^i ;vai with Rome possess'd. 
When now the ministers of Death draw nigh. 
Ai'.d \\\ her dearest lord she firit must. die. 
The subtle priest, who long had watph'd to.find 
The modt unguarded pases of her mir>d, rjo 

Bespoke her thus: <* Grieve not ; *iis in your pow'r 
" Your lord to rescue from this fatal hour." 
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Her bosom pants; she draws her bt«ath with pain; 
A sudden horror thrills. thro' ev'ry vein ; 
Life seems suspended, on his words intent. 
And her soul trembles fur the great event. 

The priest proceeds : " Embrace the fji«h of llome, 
• ' And ward your own, your lord's, and father's doom,'* 
Ye blessed Spirits 1 now j'our charge sustain ; 
The past was ease ; now first she suff'crs pail). 
Must 6he pronounce her father's death ? must she 
Bid Guilford bleed ^— •■It must not, cannot be. 
It cannot be! but 'tis the Christian's praise^ 
Above impossibilities X& raise 
The weakness of our nature, and deride 
Of vain philosophy the {>oasted pride* 
What tho* our feeble sinews icarce impart 
A moment's swiftness to the feather'd dart ; 
Tho* tainted air our vigorous youth can br^akj 
And a chili blast the hardy warrior shake ? ^S^ 

Yet are we strong ; hear the loud tempest roar 
From ea^t to west^ and call us we^k no more: 
The lightning's unrcai>ted force proclai4r>s 
Our mighf, and thunders raise our humble namesi 
Tis our Jehovah fills the heav'ns; as long 
As he shall reign Almighty we are strong : 
Wc, by dci'otion, borrow from his throne^. 
And almost make Omnipotence our own. 
We force the gates of heav'n by fervent pray'r. 
And call fari4] triumph out of man's despair. 160 
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Our lovely mourner, l^neeling, lifts her eyes^ 
And bleeding heart, in silence, to the skies. 
Devoutly sad — then, bright'ning like the day. 
When sudden winds sweep scatter'd clouds away. 
Shining in majesty, till now unknown. 
And breathing life and spirit scarce her own^ 
She, rising, speaks : " If these the terms—" 

Here Guilford, cruel Guilford! (barb'rous man! 
Is this thy love ?) as swift as lightning ran, 
O'crwhelm'd her, with tempestuous sorrow fraught. 
And stifl*d in its birth the mighty thought: 171 

Then, bursting fresh into a flood of tears. 
Fierce, resolute, delirious with his fears. 
His fears for her alone, he beat his breast. 
And thus the fervour of his -soul exprest; 
" Oh I let thy thought o'er our past converse rove^ 
*' And shew one moment uninflam'd with love! 
" Oh 1 if thy kindness can no longer last, 
" In pity to thyself forget the past I 
" Else wilt thou never, void of shame and fear, 1 So 
" Pronounce his doom whom thou hast held so dear: 
" Thou, who hast took me to thy arms, and swore 
" Empires werevile> and Fate could give no more; 
" That to continue was its utmost pow'r, 
*' And make the future like the present boar : 
" Now call a ruffian, bid his cruel sword 
'* Lay wide the bosom of thy worthless lord; 

Fdum* III. F 
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** Triinsflz his heart (since ypu its lore disclaim) 

** And stain his honour with a traitor's name 

'* This might perhaps be borne without remorse, 190 

f But sure a fatlier's pangs will have their force I 

*', Shall his good age, so near his journey's end, 

** Thro* cruel tprmei^t to the grave descend ? 

''His shallow blood all issue at a wound, 

** Wash a slave's feet^ and smoke upon the ground ? 

" But he to you has ever been severe ; 196 

" Then take your vengeance." Suffolk now drew 

Bending beneath the burden of his care, [[near,-«>- 

His robe 's neglected, and his head W4> bare : 

Decrepit Winter, in the yearly ring, a«o 

Th'js slowly creeps to meet the blooming Spring : 

Downward he caists a melancholy look. 

Thrice turn'd to hide his grief, then faintly spoke. 

*' Notv deep ii^ years, and forward in decs^y, 

" That axe can only rob me of a day : 

*' For thee, my soul's desire' I cann't refrain; 

" And shall my teais, my last tears, flow m vain ? 

*' When you shall know % mother's tender name, 

" My heart's distress no longer will you blame." 

At this, afar his bursting groans were heard ; 210 

The tear:i ran trickling down his silver beani: 

He snatcb'd her hand, which to his lips h« presa'd^ 

And bid her plant a dagger in his breast; 

Then, sinking, call'd her piety unjust. 

And soil'd his hoary temples in the dust. 



Book it. ^^B FORfif 0^ BBiraiotr. 59 

Hard-hearted men! will you no tncrcy know? 
Has the Queen brib'd yon to distress hef foe i 
O weak deserters to Misfortune's part» 
By false affection thus to pierce hef hearth 
When she had soarM, to let jf^our arrows fly, 2ao 

Ami fetch her bleeding fvoni ihe middle sky. 
And can her virtue, springing from the ground^ 
Her flight recover, and disdain the wound> 
When cleaving love, and human int'i-^st^ bind • 
The broken force of her aspiring mind I > 

As round the generous eagle, which in vain 
Exerts htt strengt?^, the serpent wreaths- his train» ' 
Her struggling wings entangles, curling plies 
His pois'nous tail, and stings her as she flies. 

While yet the blow's first dreadful weight shefeels^ 
And with its force her resolution reels^ 231 

Large doors, unfolding with a mournful sounds 
To view discover^ welt'ring on the ground^ 
Three headless trunks of th^se whose arms maintain'd. 
And in her wars immortal glory gain*d: 
The lifted axe assur'd her ready doom. 
And silent mourners saddened all the room« 
Shall I proceed, or here break off my tale> 
Nor truths to stagger human faith reveal t 

She met this utmost malice of her fate 24^ 

With Christian dignity and pious state; 
The beating storm's propitious rage she bless'd. 
And all the martyr triumph'd in her breast. 
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Her lord and father, «for a momeot*8- space. 
She strictly folded in her soft embrace I 
Then thus she spoke, while angets heard on high. 
And sudden gladness sniil'd along the sky. 

** Your over-fondness has not mov'd my hate ; 
" I am well pleas'd you make my death so great : 
*' I joy I cannot save you ; and have giv'n • 250 
*' Two lives much dearer than my own to Heav^Pj 
•* If so the Queen decrees. •——But I have, cause 
" To hope my blood will satisfy the laws; 
" And there is mercy still for you in store : 
*' W\th me the bitterness of Deaf h is o*er ; 
'' He shot his sting io that farewell embrace, 
*' And all that is to come is joy and peace. 
'* Then let mistaken sorrow be supprest, 
'* Nor seem to envy my approacliing rest*'" 
Then, turning to the ministers of Fate, a6o 

She, smiling, says, *' My victory 's complete; 
«* Aiid tell your Queen I th«nk her for the blow, 
** And grieve my gratitude I cannot show. 
*' A poor return I leave in England's crown, 
*^ For everlasting pleasure and renown : 
" Her guilt ^lone allays this bappy hovtr; 
** Her guilt,— the only vengeance in her pqw'r.** 

Not Rome, untouch'd with sorrow, heard her fatt. 
And fierce Maria pity'd her too late. 269 

End <ij Boak Seccnd, 

* Here the embraces them« 
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These Satira taoe hten /dvourahly rectivid at home find 
tihroad. 1 am not cansviont of the least maUvoUnc* to any 
particular person tbroagb all the characters, though somt per" 
tons may he so selfish Os to engross a general application to 
Ihemsdoes,' A writer in poiite letters should be content with 
npu^tion, tte private amusement be finds in bis eomposiJons, 
iht good infiuence tb^ have on his severer studies, that admis- 
stow they give him to his supeHors, and the possible good effect 
tbey may have on the publit, or else he should Join to his polite^ 
fuss same more lucrative Qualification* . 

But it is pooiibte that satire may not do much good. Men 

nay rise in their affections to tbeir follies, as tbey do to their 

friends, -when they are abused by others. It is much to be 

fn/td tbut miwonducl vnll never bo chased out of the world hi 

Fiij 
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by salire; all Aerefore that u to he said for it iV, l^at mir- 
conduct will certainly be never chased out cf ibe world by 
4 a tire t if no satires are written. Nor is that term una^pUcabU 
I' graver compositions: ethics. Heathen and Christian, and. 
the Scriptures tbemtdves, are in a great meastire a satire on 
tb^ weakness and iniquity of men ; and some part of that satire 
is in verse too: nay, in tbejirst ages, philosophy and poetry 
were the same thing; wisdom wore no other dress: so that 
i hope these Satires tall be the more eaiily pardoned 
that misfortune by the severe. Nay, historians tbemselve* 
may he considered as, satirists, and satirists most sevewsp 
since such are most human aclioai, that- to relate is to ex* 
pose them. 

No man can converse much in the world, but at what be 
meets wi.h, be must either be insensible, or grieve, or he . 
^^gfy* ^^ smile. Some passion {if w^ are not impassive}' 
must be moved; for the general conduct ^ mankind is bf »# 
means a thing indifferent td a reasonable and virtuofts man* 
NdWt to smile at it, and turn it to ri^cule, i think most 
ehgible, as it. hurts ourselves least, and gives vice and folly 
the greatest qffencf : and that for this reason, because, what 
men aim at them is generally public opinion and esteem.; whicU ■ 
truth is the subject of the, folUnang Satires; and joins them 
together, as several branches fiom 4be same root: an uxity of 
design which has not, I think, in a set of satires, been atttempted 
before. ■ 

Laughing 4/ the misconduct ef the xMrld mil, in a great 
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aeasvre, east tu tf any more iuagretahle passion ahout if. 
One passion is more effectually driven out by another than by 
reason, vAatever some may teach ; for to reason we ewe our 
passions. Had we not reason, we should not be offended at 
icbat we find amiss : and the cause seems not to be the natural 
ewe of any effect. ' 

Moreover, laughing satire bids the fairest for success. The 
wiHd is too proud to be fond of a serious tutor; and when an 
author is in a passion, the laugh generally, as in conversation, 
turns against him. This kind rf satire only has anv delicacy 
in it Of this delicacy Horace is the best master : he appears 
in good humour while he censures; and therefore his censure has 
the more weight, as supposed to proceed from judgment, not 
ftom passion, Juvenal is ever i^ a passion : be has but Utile 
valuable but bis eloquence and morality; the last of which i 
bavebadinmy eye, but rather for emulation than imitation, 
tbrottgh my whole work, 

but though i comparatively condemn Juvenal, in part of the 
Sixth Satire, (where the occasion most required it) I endea" 
veured to touch on his manner, but was forced to quit it soon 
as disagreeable to tbewriler and reader too. Boileau has joined' 
both the Roman satirists with great success, but. has too much 
cf Juvenal in bis very serious Satire on IVoman, which should 
have been the gayest of all. An exetUent critic of our own 
eo7,mends Boileau* s closeness, or, as he calls it, Pressness,par'- 
ticuiarly; xobereas it appears to me that repetition is bis faulty 
if any fault should be imputed to him. 
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Tbefe art laihi phte xatiruU oftbtgteaiett dtUcaey and tuUi 
the last of wbicb can never, or should t^ever, eueceed xviUfoui 
the former. An author without it betrays too grtat aconttm^i 
for mankind f and opinion of hittnelff vibicb are bad advocatix 
for reputation and success. What a difference is tbefe between 
the merVfifnot tbewit, of Cervantes and Rabelais f the last 
has a particular art of throwing a great deal of genius and 
learning into froRck and jest , buttbegemUt and the scholar ia 
hllyou can ad/hire: you tuant the gentleman to converse vntb 
in him: be is like a itiminOtl who receives his Ijff for sonit ser^ 
vices ;you commend, hutyoUk pardon too» indecency <^endt 
our pride as men, and 9ur unaffected taste as judges of coa^ 
posi.ion: Nature has vAsely formed us with an aversion toitp 

and he that succeeds in spiu of it is aliena venia^ quam saa 
provide ntia tutior. ^ 

Such wits; Uh false oraHes of old^ (which vtere wits and 
cheats J should set up for teputation among the weak in some 
Beeotia, which was the land oraclfs, for the wise will bold 
them in contempt. Some voir, too, like oracles, deal in am" 
higuities, but not with eifual success; for though amhiguiuos 
are the first excellence of an impostor, tbey are tbe last tf « 
wit. 

Some satirical wits and humourists, like theirfather Lucitn, 
iaugh at every thing indiscriminately, which betrays sucb m 
poverty rfwit as cannot afford to part with any things and 
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such a vHmt if virtue ax to poslfon* it to a jtsU Such writer* 
encourage vice and folly, wbicb tbey pretend to combat, by 
settijig tbem on an equal foot viitb better things ; amf while 
tbey labour to bring eviry thing into contempt, bow can they 
expect their own parts should escape f Seme French milere, 
particularly, are guilty ^tbie in matters oftbilast consequence^ 
and some of our own : tbey that are for lessening the true dig- 
nity of mankind, are not sure cj being successful, but with ' 
regard to one individual in it, it is this conduct that justly 
makes n wit a term tf reproach. 

Whicb puts me in mind of Plato* s fable of the birth ofLaoe, 
ene (f the prettiest fables of aU antiquity ; which will bold 
likewise with regard to modem poetiy. ** Love f says he J is 
the son of the goddess Poverty and the gcd of Riches : be bat 
from his father his daring genius, bis elevation qflbbught, hi* 
building castles in the air, his prodigality, bis neglect ^things 
serious and useful, his vain opinion (f bis own merit, and bis 
affectation of preference and distinction : from bis mother be 
inberite bis indigence, which makes him a constant beggar of 
favours, that importunity vnth which he begs, his Jlattery, 
bis servility, his fear of being despised, wbicb i> inseparable 
from him,** This addition may be made, viz, that Poetry, 
like Love, is a little subject to blindneh, wbicb makes her 
mistake her way to preferments and honours ; ibat she bos her 
satirical quiver; and, lastly, that the retains a dutiful admi- 
ration of her father s family, but divides her favours, and ^c7te^ 
rally lines with her mother's rAations, 
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Hffwrver, tbh h not necessity , bat choice: taere Wuiom 
her governess, sbe might btfve much more of the father than Ibt 
mot'^ery espuialiy in such an a^e ms this, which ibtwt a duh' 
passiznjor her charms 
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SATIRE I. 

TO HIS GRACK TUB DUKK OF DOMET. 

•••Ttotomajorfrnmae citit ntf qusBi 

Vinatis. JVV. Sat to. 

1. ■ .■.. . ■ ■ .1 ' " i ■ =^ 

Afy verse is Satire; Dorset! lend your ear. 

And patronise a Muse yoa cannot fear^ 

To poets sacred is Dorset's naire. 

Their wonted passport thro* the gates of Fame : 

It l)ribe5 the paHial reader into praise. 

And throws a glory round the shattered Inys: 

The dazzled judgment fewer faults can see. 

And gives applause to B e, or to me. 

But you decline the mistre-s we pursue; 

Others are fond of Fame, but Fa i.e cf you. !• 

Instructive Satire \ true to Virtue's c^iuse .' 
Thou Ahi;;ing supplement oi public id>vs 1 
A\'hcn fiatter'd crimes of a licentious age 
Reproach our silence, aJid demamf our r.i^e ; 
Wlien pwrchas'd follies, from each dittuni land. 
Like arts. Improve in Britain's si<ilful hand ; 
When the Law shews her teeih but dares not bite^ 
And Souih-sea treasures are not brought to light; 
When Churchmen Scripture for the Classics quit. 
Polite apostates from God's grace to wit ; tm 

Wlien men grow great from their revenue spent, 
And fly from bailifi'» into parliament ; 
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When dying sinners, to brot out their score. 
Bequeath the Chucch the leavings of a vrhore ; 
To chafe our spleen, which themes like these increase. 
Shall panegyric reign, and censure cease ? 

Shall poesy, like law, turn wrong to right. 
And dedications wash an Ethiop white ? 
Set up each senseless wretch for Nature's boast. 
On whom praise shines, as trophies on a post ? 30 
Shall fon'ral Eloquence her colours spread. 
And scatter roses on the wealthy dead i - 
Shall authors smile on such illustrious day^ 
Aod Satirize with nothing — but their praise ? 

Why slumbers Pope, who leads the tuneful train. 
Nor hears that virtue which he loves complain? 
Donne, Dorset, Dryden, Rochester, are dead. 
And guilt's chief foe in Addison is fled; 
Congreve, who, crown'd with laurels fairly won. 
Sits smiling at the goal while others run, 49 

He will not write; and (more provoking still !) 
Ye Gods! he will not write, and Msevius wtil. 

Doubly distress'd, what author shall we find 
Discreetly daring, and severely kind. 
The courtly Roman's* shining path to tread. 
And sharply smile prevailing folly dead t 
Will no superior genius snatch the quill. 
And save me on the brink from writing ill ? 
Tho' vain the strife, I 'II strive my voice to raise. 
What will not men attempt for sacred praise ^ 50 

• ' ' — ' -1 rVrrr j. 

♦ Horace. 
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The love of praise, howe'er conceard by art. 
Reigns, more or less, and glows in ev'ry heart: 
The proud, \o gain ii, lolls on toils endure; 
The modest shun itj, but to mal<e it sure. 
O'ergbbes and sceptres, no won thrones it swells, 
^ov9 trims the midnight lamp in college cells : 
'Tis Tory, Whig; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads, 
liarangoes in senates, Sifueakes in masquerades: 

JJere to S e's humour make»a bold pretence. 

There bolder.aims at P— — y's eloquence: • 69 

It aids the dancer's heel, the writer's head. 
And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead ; 
Nor^nds with life, but nods in sable plumes. 
Adorns our hearse, and flatters on our tombs. 

What is not proud ? the piihp is proud to see 
So many like himself in high degree: 
The whore is proud her beauties are the dread 
or peevish virtue and the marriage-bed; 
And the brib'd cuckold, like crown'd victims borne 
To slaughter, glories in his gilded horn* 70 

Some go to church, proud humbly to repent. 
And come back much more guilty than they went ; 
One way they look, another way they steer. 
Pray to the gods, but would have mortals hear; 
And when their sins they set sincerely down. 
They'll find that their religion has been one.- 

Othcrs with wishful eyes on glory look 
When they hav^ got their picture tow'rds a book, 

VihuM nu G 
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Or pompous fide, like a gaody sigit. 

Meant to betray dull sots to wretched wine. 89^ 

If at his title T- had dropp'd his quill, 

T>-<> — might have pass'd for a great genius still. 

But T"* alasl excuse him, if you can) 

Is now a scribbler, who was once a roao. , « 

Imperious, some a classic fame demand. 
For heaping up w^ith a laborious hand, 
A wagOn^ioad of meanings for one word. 
While A 'ft deposed, and B with pomp restored. 

Some, for renown, on scraps of learning dote, 
A nd think they grow immortal aa they quote. 9^ 

To patchwork leain'd quotations arc allay 'd; 
Boih sttive fo make our poverty our pride. 

On glass how witty is a noble peer? 
Did ever di'mond cost a man so dear P 

Polite d.seases make some idiots vain. 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of folly, vrce, disease, men proud we see; 
And (stranger still !) of blockheads' flattery, 
Wlip praise defjmes; as if a ftm] should mean, 
By spit'ing on your face to make if clean. if ^ 

Nor is *t enough all hearts are swoln with PHdt, 
Her pow'r is mighty, as her realm is wide. 
Whai can she not perform ? the love of Fame 
Made bold Alphon!>us his Creator blame; 
Empedoclcs luirlM down the burning steep; 
And (stronger still I) made Alexander weep ; 
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Kay, It holds Delia from a second bed, 

Tho' her h>v'd lord has four half months been dead. 

This passion with a pirn pie ba?e I seen 
Retardta c^use^ and give a judge the spleen. tc6 

By this inspired (O ne'er to be forgot !) 
Some lords have learn'd to spell, and some to knot* 
It makes Globose a speaker in the House; 
He hems, and is deiiver'd of his mou&e : 
It makes dear self on well-bred tongues prevail 
And / the little hero of each tale. 

Sick with the Love of Fame^ what throngs pour in. 
Unpeople court, and leave the senate thin ? 
My growing subject seems but just begun» 
And, chariot lik^, I kindle as I run. I2d 

Aid me, great Homer I with thy epic rules. 
To take a catalogue of British fools. 
Satire 1 had I thy Dorset's force divine^ 
A knave or fool should perish in each line, 
Tho* for the first all Westminster should pleaA^ 
And for the last all Gresham intercede. 

Begin. Who first the catalogue shall grace ? 
To quality belongs the highest place. 
My Lord cumes forward ; forward Let him comet 
Ye Vulgar 1 at your peril give him room : 1341 

He stands for fame on his forefathers' feet. 
By heraldry prpv'd valiant or discreet. 
With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by^tbiea de&cents less wise i 

Tttung.2 G ij 
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If virtues at his rtoble bands you crave. 
You bid him. raist his fathers from the gravie. 
■^en should press forward in Fame's glorious chase ; 
Nobles look backward, and so lose the race. ' 

Let high birth triumph t what can be more great ? 
Nothhigw—but merit in a low estate. i4« 

To Virtue'a humblest son let none prefer 
Vice, tho' descended from the Conqueror. 
Shall men, like figures, pass for high or base. 
Slight or important, only by their place^? 
Titles are marks of honest men, and wise-; 
The fool or knave that wears a title lies. 

They tha^on glorious ancestors enlarge. 
Produce their debt instead of their discharge. • 
Dorset ! Jet those who proudly boast their line. 
Like thee in worth hereditary shine, ^ 15* 

Vain 33 false greatness is, the Muse must own 
AVe want nut fools to buy that Bristol stone : 
Mean sons of Earth, who, on a'' South-sea tide 
Of full success, swam into wealth and pride, 
Kncck with a purse of gold at An&tis*gate, 
And beg to be descended from the great. 

When men of infamy to. grandeur soar. 
They light a torch to shew their shame the more. 
Tho3e goverjiments which curb not eviis cause. 
And a rich knave's a libel on our laws.' 160 

Belus with solid glory will be crown'd ; > 
He buys no phantom, no vain empty, sound; 
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But builds hiiTis^lf a name ; and, fo be great, 
Sinlcs in a quarry an immense estate ! 

In cost and grandeur C dos he 'II outdo; 

And, B-— I-^-tdn, thy taste is not so true. 

The pile is finish'd, ev'ry toil is pdst, ' 

And full perfection is arrriv*d at last ; 

When, lol my Lord tp some small cofner runs. 

And leaves state-rooms to strangers and to duns. 170 

The man who builds, and wants wherewith to pay^ 
Provides a home from which to run away. 
In Britain, what is many a lordly seat. 
But a discharge in full for an estate ? 

In smaller compass lies Pygmalion's fame ; 
Kot domes, but antique statues are his flame : 
Kot F— t-»— n's self more Parian charms has known^ 
Nor is good P — b — ke more in love with stone. 
The bailiffs come, (ru^Ie men, profanely bold.') 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. ite 

" No, Sirs," he cries; •* IMI sooner rot in jail : 
" Shall Grecian arts be truck*d for English bail?'* 
Such heads might make ihclr very bustos laugh; 
His daughter starves ; but Cleopatra's * safe. 

Men overloaded with a large estate^ 
May spill their treasure in a nice conceit: 
The rich may be polite ; but, oh I 'tis sad 
To say you 're curious, when we swear you're mad. 

■! - «<<■ ^i* I I ' l ' I T i - iiiM rf- I - II I II I*. I ■ . n il ' II ■ • 

* A £aB^ous statue. 
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By your revenue measure your expense^ 

And to your fundi and acres join your sense. 190 

No man is bless'd by accident or guess; 

True wisdom is the price of happiness I 

Yet few without long discipline are sage* 

And our youth only lays up sjghs for age. 

But how, my Muse ! canst thou resist so long 

The bright temptation of ^be courtly throng. 

Thy most inviting theme ? the court affords 

Much food for satire; — it. abounds in lords. 

'* What lords are those saluting with a grin ?" 

One is just out, and one as lately in. 200 

" How cpmes it then to pass we see preside 

** On both their brows an equal share of pride?" 

Pride, that impartial passidp> reigns thro/ ail^ 

Attends our glory, nor deserts our fail. 

As in its home it triumphs in high place^ 

And frowns a haughty exile in disgrace. 

Some lords it bids admire theix wands so white. 

Which bloom, like Aaron's to their ravish'd sight: 

Some lords it bids resign^ and turn their wands. 

Like Moses', into serpents in their hands, a 10 

These sink, as divers, for renown, and boast. 

With pri- e inverted, of their honours lost: 

But against reason suie'tls equal sin 

To boast of merely being out or in. 

What numbers here, thro' odd ambition, Btiiwt 
To seem the most transported things alire^ 
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As if by joy flesert was nnderstood^ 

And all the fortunate were wise and good. 

Hence aching bosoms wear a visage gay« 

And stifled groans frequent the ball and play. %2% 

Completely dress'd by Monteuil ^ and grimace^ 

They take their birth-day suit, and public face : 

Their smites are only part of what they wear^ 

l^ut off at night, with Lady Bz — *'& hair : 

What bodily fatigue is half so bad ? 

With anxioqs care they labour to be glad* 

What numbers here would Into fame advaocej» 
Conscious of merit in the coxcomb's dante 2 
Thetayernl park 1 assembly I maskl and play! 
Those dear destroyers of the tedious day ? 2|tt 

That wheel of fops 1 that saunter of the Town ! 
Call it diversion, and the piD goes down. 
Fools grin on fools, and, Stoic^iike, support. 
Without one sigh, the pleasures of a court. 
Courts can^ive nothing to the wise and good 
But scorn of pomp, and love of solitude. 
High stations tumult, ^ut not bliss, create: 
None think the great unhappy but the great : 
Fools gaze, and ^nvy ; envy darts a sting, 
W hich ms^f s a swain as wretched as a king. 249 

I envy none th^ir pageantiy and show; 
I envy none the gilding of their woe. 



* A famous tailor* 
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Give me, indulgent Gods ! with mind serene* 

And guiltless heart, to range the sylvan scene ; 

No splendid poverty » no smiling care. 

No well-bred hate, or servile grandeur there; 

There pleasing ob;ec(s useful thoughts suggest* 

The sense is ravish 'd* and the soul is bless'd; 

On ev'ry thorn delightful wisdom grows. 

In ev'ry rill a sweet instruction flows: A50 

But some, untaught, o'erhear the wbisp'ring rill* 

In spite of sacred leisure blockheads still : 

Nor shoots up Folly to a nobler bloom 

In her own native soil the dra«ying-room. 

The squire is proud to see his coursers strain* 
Or well-breath'd beagles sweep along the plain. 
Say, dear Hippolitusl (whose drink is ale* 
Whose erudition is a Christmas tale. 
Whose mistress is saluted with a smack. 
And friend receiv'd with thumps upon th : back) 160 
When thy sleek gelding nimbly leaps the mound^ 
And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground. 
Is that thy praise i let Ringwood's fame alone ; 
Just Ringwood leaves each animal his own* 
Nor envies when a gipsy yon commit. 
And shake the clumsy bench with country wit^ 
When you the dullest of dull things have said* 
And then ask pardon for the jest you made. 

Here breathe, my Muse I and then thy task renew ; 
Ten thosaod fools unsung are stlli in view* it 
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Fewer lay- Atheists made by cfaurch-debates. 
Fewer great beggars fam'd for large estates, 
Ladies whose love is constant as the wind. 
Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind; 
Fewer grave lords to Scr — pe discreetly bend. 
And fewer shocks a statesmao gives his friemL 

Is there a man of ao eternai vein. 
Who lulls the town in winter with his strain^ 
At Batbj, ii;^ summer, chants the reigning lassi^ 
And sweetly whistles as the waters pass ? ( jSt 
Is there a tongue like Delia's o'er her cup. 
That runs for ages without winding up ? 
Is there whom his tenth epic mounts to fame i 
Suchj and such only, might exhaust my theme ; 
Nor' would these heroes of the task be glad. 
For who oai^ write so fast as men run road ? 
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lAi ■ I I ■ 



LOVE OF FAME, ^c. 



SATIRE II. 

M V Muse ! prdeeed, and reach thy destm'd end, 

Tho' toil and danger the bold task attend. 

Heroes and gods make other poems fihe« 

Plain satire calls for sense in ev'ry line. 

Then to "what swarms thy faults I dare expose f 

All friends to vice and folly are thy foes. 

When such the foe, a war eternal wage, 

'Tis most ill-nature to repress thy rage; 

And if these strains some nobler Muse excite, 

1 Mi glory in the verse t did not write. fO 

So weak are humankind by Nature made. 
Or to such weakness by their vice betray*d. 
Almighty Vanity i to thee they owe 
Their zest of pleasure, and their balm of wde. 
Thou, like the sun, all colours dost cont^iin. 
Varying, like rays of light, on drops of rain : 
For ev'ry soul finds reasons to be proud, 
Tho* hiss'd and booted by the pointing crowd. 

Warm in pursuit of foxes and renown 
Hippolitus demands the sylvan crown ; * i% 

But Florio's fame, the product of a show*r. 
Grows in his garden, an illustrious flow'r 1 

* This. refers to the First Satire. 
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Why teems the eartli ? why melt the vernal skiei? 
Why shines the sun ? to make Paul Diack * rise* 
From morn to night has Florio gazing stood. 
And wonder'd how the gods could be so good ; 
What shape? what hue ? was ever nymph so fairf 
He dotes ! he dies 1 he, too, is rooted there. 
O solid bliss ! which nothing can destroy, 
Bxcept a cat, bird^ snail, or idle boy. 1^ 

In Fame's full bloom lies Flcirio down at night, 
And wa)<es next day a most inglorious wight ; 
The tulip 's dead ! See thy fair sister's fate, 
O C ! and be kind ere 'tis too late. 

Nor are those enemies I mention'd all ; 
Beware, O Florist ! thy ambition's fall. 
A friend ofmine indulg'd this nobl^ flame, 
A Quaker serv'd him, Adam was his name ; 
To one loVd tulip oft' the master went. 
Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture spent ; ^e 
But came, and mist it one ill-fated hour: 
He rag'd! be roar'dl *• What daemon cropt my fiow'r!** 
Serene, quoth Adam, *' Lol 'twas crush'd by me; 
*' Fall'n is the Baal to which thou bow'dst thy knee." 

But all men want amusement, and what criuie 
In such a paradise to fool their time ^ 
Kone ; but why proud of this f to fame they soar; 
We gratrt tbey 're idle, if tlk-y 'U ask no more. 

We smile at ilorists, we despise their joy. 
And thir.k their hearts enamour'd of a toy ; 50 



* The name of a tulip. 
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But are those wiser whom we mdst admire^ 

Survey with envy, and pursue with fire? 

What 's he who sighs for wealth, or fame, or pow'r ? 

A nother Florio doting on a floivV ; 

A short-Iiv'd flow'r, and which has often sprung 

From sordid arts, as Florio's out of dung. 

With what, O Codrus! is thy fancy smit ? 
Thcflow'r of learning, and the bloom of wit. 
Thy gaudy shelves with crimson JMndings glow. 
And Epictetus is a perfect beau. 69 

How fit for thee, bound up in crimson too. 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the view ?. 
Thy books are furniture. Met hrnks 'tis hard 
That science should be purchased by the yard. 
And T — n, turn'd upholsterer, send home 
The gilded leather to fit up thy room. 

If not to some peculiar end assign'd. 
Study '8 the specious trifling of the mind. 
Or is at best a secondary aim, 

A chase for sport alone, and not for game. 70 

If so, sure they who the mere volume prize. 
Cut love the thicket where the quarry lies. 

On buying books Lorenzo long was bent. 
But found at leigth that it reduc'd his rent; 
His farms were flown ; when, lo ! a sale comes on, 
A choice collection ! what is to be done ? 
He sells his last, for he the whole will buy; 
Sells ev*n his house; nay, wants whereon to lie: 



Sat. II, tOVE OF PAMf. $1 

So high thegen'roTis ardour of the man 

For Romans^ Greeks, and Orientals, ran. So 

When terms were drawn, and brought him by the 

Lorenzo signM the bargain — with his mark. ' [rlerk, 

Unfearned men of books assume tne care. 

As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair. 

Not in his authors' liveries alone 
Is Ccdrus* erudite ambition shown : 
Editions various, at high prices bought. 
Inform the world what Codrus would bethought; 
And to this coast another must succeed. 
To pay a sage who says that he can read ; 90 

Who titles knows, and indexes has seen. 

But leaves to what lies between; 

Of pompous books who shuns the proud expense^ 
And humbly is contented with their sense. 

O 1 whose accomplishments make good 

The premise of a long.illustrious bicod. 

In arts and manners eminently grac'd. 

The strictest honour! and the finest taste I 

Accept this verse, if satire can agree 

With so consummate an humanity. too. 

By your example would Hilario mend, 
Kow would it grace the talents of niy friend. 
Who, with ihe charms of his own genius smit^ 
Conceives all virtues are compris'd in wit I 
But time his fervent petulence may cool. 
For tho' he is a wit he is no fool. 

VdumfUU H 



In lime be*Il (earn to n&e, not waste, his sense, 

Kor make a frailty of an excellence. 

He spares nor friend nor foe, biii calls to mind, 

JLiike Doomsday, all the faults of all mankind. no 

What tho* wit tickles, tickling is unsafe. 
If still 'tis painful while it makes us laugh. 
Who, for the poor renown of being smart. 
Would leave a sting within a brother's heart ? 

Parts may be praisM, frood nature is ador'd; 
Then draw your wit as seldom as your sword. 
And never on the weak, or you *ll appear 
As there no hera, no great genius here. 
As in smooth oil the razor best is whet, 
So wit is by politeness sharpest set : no 

Their want of edge from their offence is seen ; 
Both pajn us least when exquisitely keen. 
The fame men gwe us for thejoy they find; 
Dull js the jester when the joke 's unkind. 

Since Marcus, doubtless, thinks himself a wit, 
To pay mylcompliment what place so fit? 
His most faretious Letters* came io hand, 
Which my First Satire sweetly reprimand; 
If that a just offence to Marcus gave, 
$ay, Marcus ! which art thou, a fool or knave ? 13a 
For al! but such, with caution I forbore; 
That thou wast either I ne'er knew before: 
I know thee now, both whartiiou art and who;. 
No mask so good but. Marcus must shine thro' : 

* Letters sent to th« iiuthor, signed Marcus. 
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False names are vain, thy lines their author tefl ; 

Thy best concealment had been writing well : 

But thou a brave neglect of fame hast shown. 

Of others' fame, great Genius! and thy own. 

Write on unheeded, and this maxim know. 

The man who pardons disappcir is hisfoe. 14^ 

In malice to proud wits some proudly lull 
Their peevish reason^ vain of being dull : 
When some' home juke has stung their solemn souls. 
In vengeance they deternune^ — to be fools ; 
Thro' spleen, that little Nature gave make less. 
Quite zealous in the ways of heaviness; 
To lumps inanimate a foiidness take, 
Aod disinherit sons (hat are awake. 
These, when their utmost venom they would spit. 
Most barbarously tell you — ** He *s a wit." 1 ^t 

Poor negroes thus, to show their burning spite 
To cacodemons, say they *re dev'lish white. 

Lampridius, from the bottom of his breast. 
Sighs o'er one child, but triumphs in the rest. 
How just his grief? one carries in his head 
A less proportion of the father's lead. 
And is in danger, without special grace-. 
To rise above a justice of the peace. 
The dunghill-breed of men a diamond scorn. 
And feel a passion for a grain of corn ; 160 

Some stupid, plodding, money-loving wight. 
Who wins their hearo by knowing black from white, 

Totaig.2 H ij 
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Who with much pains, eNeiting all hUsense^ 
Can range aright hib shillings, pounds^ and pence. 

The booby father craves a booby son. 
And by Heav'n's blessing thinks himself undone. 

Wants of ali kinds are made to fame a plea. 
One Irarns to Hsp, another not to see ; 
Miss D — , tottering, catches at your hand; 
Was ever thing so pretty bpra to.stand ? : 170 

Whilst these what Mature gave,disown, thro' prides 
Others affect what Nature has deny*d; 
What Nature has deny'd fools will pursue^ 
As apes are ev^r walking upon two. 

Crassus, a grateful sage^ our awe and sport! 
Supports grave forms, for forms the sage support : 
He hems, and crieSj with an important air, 
*' If yonder clouds withdraw it will be fair:" 
Then quotes the Stagirite to prove it true. 

And adds, *' The learn*d delight in something new." 
Is't not enough the blockhead scarce can re^d, i8k 
But mu$t he wisely look, and gravely plead ^ 
As far a fonmalist from wisdom si is. 
In judging eyes, as libertines from wits. 

These subtle wights (so blind are mortal men, 
Tho' Satire couch them with her keenest pen) 
For ever will hang out a solemn face. 
To put of}' nonsense with a better grace; 
As pedlars with some hero's head make bold, 
{Uustrious mark I wher^ pins ^re tq be sold. i^q 
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What's the bent brow, or neck in thought reclined 7 
The body's wisdom to conceal the mind, 
A man of sense can artifice disdain. 
As men of wealth may venture to go plain; 
And bethis truth eternal ne*er forgot. 
Solemnity 's a cover for a sdt. 
I find the fool when -I behold the skreen. 
For 'tis the wise man's interest to be seem 

Hence, r, that openness of heart. 

And just disdain for that poor mimic art ; if p 

Hence (manly praise!) that manner, nobly free. 
Which all admire, and I commend, in thee. 

With gen'rous scorn how oft' bast thou survey'd 
Of court and town the noontide masquerade. 
Where swarms of knaves the vizor quite disgrace. 
And hide secure behind a naked face i 
Where Nature's end of language is declin'd. 
And men talk only to conceal the mind ; 
Where gen'rous hearts the greatest hazard run. 
And he who trusts a brother is undone i 2i« 

These all their care extend on outward show 
For wealth and fame ; for fame alone the beau. 
Of late at White's was young Florello seen. 
How blank bis look ? how discompds*d his mien? 
So hard it proves in grief sincere to feign I 
Sunk were his spirits, for his coat was plain. 

Next day his breast regain'd its wonted peace; 
His health was mended with a silver l?ce. 

H iy 
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A cuFious artist long inur'd to toils 
Of gentler sort^ with combs, and fragrant oil», ?i9 
' "Whether by chance, or by some god inspired. 
So touch'd his curls, his mighty soul was fir'd. 
The well-swoln ties an equal homage claim^ 
And either shoulder has its share of fame; 
His sumptuous watchcase, tho' conceal'd it lies. 
Like a good, conscience, solid joys supplies* 
He only thinks himself (so far from vain !) 
St — pe in wit, in breeding D — 1 — ne. 
Whene'er, by seeming chance, he throws his eye 
On mirrors that reflect his Tyrian dye, 130 

With how sublime a transport leaps his heart ? 
But Fate ordains that dearest friends must part. « 
In active measures, brought from France, he wheels^ 
And triumphs, conscious of his learned heels. 
So have (seen, on some bright summer's day, 
A calf of genius, debonair and gay, 
Dance on the bank, as if inspir'd by Fame, 
l^ond of the pretty fellow in the stream. 

Morose is sunk with shame whene'er surpris'd 
In linen clean, or peruke undisguised : 240^ 

No subluttary chance his vestments fear, 
Valu'd like leopards, as their spots appear. 
A fam'd surtout he wears, which once was blue. 
And his foat swims in a capacious shoe : 
One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim?) 
I..evell'4. ber Izarb'rpus needle at his fam^ j. 
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But open fbrce was vain ; by night she went. 
And, while he slept, surpris'd the darling rent : 
Where yawn'd the frieze is now become a doub^ 
" And glory at one entrance, quite shut out." * 3150 

He scorns Florelio, and Fldrello him ; 
This hates the filthy creature, that the prim : 
Thus, in each other, both these fools despise 
Their own dear selves, with undiscerning eyes; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim; 
The sloven and the fopling are the same. 

Ye Whigs and Tories 1 thuii it fares with you. 
When party-r4ge too warmly you pursue ; 
Then both club nonsense, and impetuous pride 
And folly joins whom sentiipents divide. 260 

You vent your spleen, as monlceys, when they pass« 
Scratch at the mimic monkey in the glass. 
While both are one; an^ henceforth be it knowni» 
Fools of both sides shall stand for fools alon.e. 

" But what art thqu ?" meibinks Floiello cries; 
♦' Of all thy species art thou only wiseir" 
Since sniallesi things can give our &i:is a twich^ 
As crossing straws retard a passing witchj 
Florello 1 thou my monitor shalt be, 
I'll co.i:jure thus some profit out of thee^ ' 990 

Q thou myself! abroad our counsels ro^uOy. 

And, like ill husban<Js, take no care at home: 

' — . .. » > 

• Mihvn. 
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Thou, too, art wounded wiih the common dart. 
And Love of Fame lies throbbing at thy heart ; 
And what wise means to gain it hast thou chose? 
Know, Fame and Fortune both are made of prose. 
Is thy ambition sweating for a rhyme. 
Thou unambitious fool ! at this late time ? 
While I a moment name, a moment 's past; 
I'm nearer death in this verse than the last : 2Se 

. What tlien is to be done ? be wise with speed : 
A fool at forty is a fcol indeed. 

And what so foolish as the chase of fame ? 
How vain the prize f how impotent our aim ? 
For what are men who grasp at praise sublime. 
But bubbles on the rapid stream of time. 
That rise, and fall, that swell, and are no more, 
Bofn and forgot, ten thousand in an hour? 
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SATIKEin. 

TO THB RIGHT HON, MR, DODINOTOV. 

LoKo, Dodington ! in dtbt, I loog hart tooglii 

To ea^ 1 he burden of my grateful thought ; 

And now a poet's gratitude you see. 

Grant him twofavoure^ and he *\\ aaJc for three ; 

For whpie the present glory or the gain ? 

You give protection, I a worthless sftiain. 

You love and feel the poet's sacred flame* 

And kno\y the basis of a solid faxne ; 

Tho* prone to like, yet cautious to comm^ndj 

You read with all the malice of, a friend ; to 

X^or favour my attempts tb^t way aIoi^» 

But more tp raise my verse, conceal youjr.pwn^ 

An Ul-tim*d modesty! turn ages o'er. 
When wanted, Britain bright ej^amples nvoDe? 
Her learning, and her genius too, decays. 
And dark and cold are her declining days ; ■ 
As if men now were of another ca&t. 
They meanly live on. alms of ages rasl> 
Men still are men; and they who boldly d^re. 
Shall triumph o'er the sons, of cold Despair; i9 

Or if they fail, they justly still take place 
Of such who run in debt for their disgrai^e; 
Who borrow much, then fairly make it known* 
And damn it with improvements of their Qwn, 
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We bring some new materials, and what 'a old 
Ket¥ cast with care, and in no borrow'd mould : 
Late times the verse may read, if these refuse. 
And from sour critics vtndicale the Muse. 

" Yonr work is i6ng,*' the critics cry, *Tis true. 
And leiigrliieni ttil i, to take the fooU like yoo : i% 
Shorten my labour, if its length yoa kilunt \ 
For grow butVlse^ you rob'meof tny game; 
As hunted liags, who while the dogff pufsue, 
Kenounce their four legs, and start up on twow' 

Lik« the bold bird upon the banks of Nile, 
That picks tfae teeth of the dire crocodile, 
Will I enjoy (dread feast!) theeritk's rage. 
And with the fell destroyer feed my page; 
For what ambitious fboh are more to t»Iame, 
Than those who thunder in the critic's name ? ^p 
Good authors damn'd have their revenge in this. 
To see what wretches gain thrpraise they miss* 

Balbiitius, muffled in his sable cloak. 
Like an old Druid from his hollow oak. 
As ravens solemn, and as boding cries, 
'* Ten thousand worlds for the three unities!'* 
Ye Doctors sagel who thro* Parnassus teach. 
Or quit the tub, or practise what you preach. 

Onejudges as the weather dictates; right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night t 50 

A not her judges by a surer gage. 
An author's principles or parentage: 
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Since hb great ancestors in Flanders felt. 
The poem doubtless must be written weU. 
Another judges by the writer's look ; 
' Another judges^ for he bought the book : 
Soihe judge, their knack of judging wrong to keep; 
Some judge, because it is (00 soon to sleep. 

Thus all will judge, and with one single aim. 
To gain themselves, not give the writer fame. 60 
The very best ambitiously advise. 
Half to serve you, and half to pass for wise. 

Critics on verse, as squibs on triumphs wait. 
Proclaim the glory, and augment the state: 
Hot, envious, noisy, proud, the scribbling fry 
Burn, hUs, and bounce, waste paper^ stink, and die. 
Kail on, my Ff iends ! what more ray verse can crowa 
Than Compton's smile, and your obliging fiown i 

Not all 0.1 books their criticism waste ; 
The genius of a dish some justly taste, 70 

And eat their way fo fame. With anxious thought 
The salmon is r,efus'd, the turbot bought. 
Impatient Art rebukes the sun*s delay. 
And bids December yield the fruits of May : 
Thsir various cares in o. e great poinf^oir.bine 
Tlic b-js'ness of their lives, that is — to dins. 
H.tif of tluir precious day tliey give liie feast. 
And to a Vmd digestion spare the rest. 
Apicius, here, the taster of the Town, 
Feeds twice a-wvek to seitle their renown* 3» 



9S tOVE OF PAM^. SaU ///• 

These worthies of the palate guaVd iviib care 
The sacred annals of their bills of fare ; 
In those choice books their pan egy ricks read> 
And scorn the creatures that for hunger feeA 
If man by feeding well commences great, 
Much more the worm, to whom that man is meat. 

To glory some advance a lying claim. 
Thieves of renown, and pilferers of fame : 
Their front supplies'what their ambition lacks; 
They know a thous^and lords behind their backs. 90 , 
Cottil is apt to wink upon a peer. 
When turn'd away, with a familiar leer; 

And H y*s eyes, unmercifully keen. 

Have murder'd fops by whom she ne'er was seen. 

Niger adopts stray libels, wisely prone 

To covet shame still greater than his own. 

Bathyllus in the winter of threescore^ 

Belies his innocence, and keeps a whore. 

Absence of mind Barbantio turns to fame, 

Learns to mistake, nor knows his brother's name; too 

Has words and thoughts in nice disorder set, 

And takes a memorandum to forget. 

Thus vahi, not knowing what adorns or blots. 

Men forge the patents th.it create ihem sots. 

As love of pleasure into pain betrays, 
So roost grow infamous thro* lov^ of praise. 
Rut whence for praise can such an ardour rise. 
When those who bring that inceuse we despise ? 



For such the vanity of great and small. 

Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all. lie 

Kor can ev*n satire blame them ; for 'tis true» 
They have most ample cause for what they da. 
O fruitful Britain 1 doubtless thou wast meant 
A nurse of fools to stock the continents 
Tho' Phoebus and the Nine for ever mow. 
Rank folly underneath the sithe will grow» 
The plenteous harvest calls me forward 8till> 
Till I surpass in length my lawyer's bill, 
A Welch descent, which well paid heralds damti^ 
Ox« longer still, a Dutchman's epigram. lao 

When, cloy'd, in fury I throw down my pen» 
In comes a coxcomb, and £ write again. 

'See Tityrus, with merriment possest. 
Is burst with laughter ere he hears the jest: 
What need he stay i for when the joke is o*er« 
His teeth will be no whiter than before. 
Is there of these, ye Fair 1 so great a dearth^ 
That you need purchase monkeys for your mirth? 

Some vain of paintings bid the world admire; 
Of bouses some; nay* houses that they hire: ijo 
Some (perfect wisdom!) of a beauteous wife. 
And boast, like Cordeliers, a scourge for life. 

Sometimes, thro* pride, the sexee change their airs i* 
My lord has vapours, and my lady sweare; 
Then» stranger still I on turning of the wind. 
My lord wears breeches^ and my lady 's kind. 
Vdumt lii. * I 
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To shew the strength and infamy of pride. 
By all 'tis follow'd, and by all deny'd. 
What numbers are there which at pnce pntsue 
praise, and the glory to contemn it too ? 140 

Vincenna knows self-praise betrays, to shame, 
And therefore lays a stratagem for fame ; 
Makes his approach in Modesty's disguise. 
To win applause, and takes it by surprise. 
'* To err,** says he, " in small things is my fate'' 
You know your answer. He 's exact in great. 
•' My style," says he, •' is rude and full of faults,** 
"But, oh! what sense I what energy of thoughts !" 
That he wants algebra he must confess; 
*< But not a soul to give our arms success." 15^0 

«' Ah I that 's an hit indeed," Vincenna cries ; 
'* But who in heat of blood was ever wise ? 
'* I own 'twas wrong when thousands calPd me back^ 
" To make that hopeless, ill-advis'd attack ; 
*' All say 'twas madness, nor dare I deny: 
'* Sure never fool so well deserVd to die." 
Could this deceive in others, to be fjree. 
It ne'er, Vincenna I couid deceive in thee. 
Whose conduct is a comment to thy tongue. 
So clear the dullest cannot take thee wrong : i(5o 

Thou on one sleeve wilt thy levenue wear. 
And haunt the court, without a prospect there. 
Are these expedients for renown ? confess 
Thy little self, that I may scorn t-hee less. 
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Be wise, Vincentia, and the court forsake ; 
Ouf fortunes there nor tbou, nor I, shall make, 
£v*n men of nrerit, ere their point they gain. 
In hardy service make a long campaign; 
Most manfully besiege their patron's g^te> 
A«»d oft' repuls*d, as oft' attack the.great kyo 

With painful art,and appiicatidn Warm, 
And take at tast some Utile place by storm. 
Enough to ke^p tivo shoes oit Sunday cleans 
And starve upon discreetly in Sheer-lane. 
Already this thy fortune, can afford^ 
Tlien starve wiihout the ikvour of my Lord. 
Tis true ^reat fortunes some great men confer^ 
But often, ev'n in doing right, they err: 
From caprice, not from choree, their favou|r tottit ; 
They give> but think it toil to know to whom : iSa 
The man that 's nearest, yawning, they advance: 
*Tis inhumanity to bless by chance. 
If Merit sues> and Greatness is so loath 
To break its downy trance^ I pity both* 

I grant at court Philander, at his need^ 
(Thanks to his lovely wife) finds friends indeed: 
Of ev'ry charm and virtue she 's possess'd: 
Philander thou art exquisitely bless'd: 
The public envy 1 Now, then, 'tisallpw'd 
The man is found who- may. be justly proud : 19* 

But, seel how sickly is Ambition's taste ? 
Ambition feeds on tr^sb, and loathes a feast; 
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For, lo! Philander, of reproach afraid. 

In secret loves his wife, but keeps her maid. 

Some nymphs sell reputation, others buy. 
And love a market where the rateli run high. 
Italian music 's sweet, because 'tis dear; 
Their vanity is tickled, not their ear: 
Their tastes would lessen if the prices fell. 
And Shakespeare's wretched stuff do quite as well : 
Away the disenchanted fair would throng, aa 

And own that English is their mother. tongue. 

To shew how much our northern tastes refine. 
Imported nymphs Our peeresses ouishine : 
While tradesmen starve* these Philomels are gay; 
Ft-r genVous lords had rather give than pay. 

Beheld the masquerade's fantastic scene i 
The legislature join'd with PruryTlanei- 
When Britain calls, th* embroider'd patriots run. 
And serve their country — if the dance is done. 2|tf 

*' Are we not then allow*d to be polite ?" 
Yes^ doubtless; but first«set jxiur notions right* 
Worth of politeness is the needi'ul ground; 
Where that is wanting, this can ne'er be found. 
Triflers not ev'n in trifles can excel; 
'Tis solid bodies only polish well. 

Great, chosen Prophet 1 for these latter days. 
To turn a vuiiling world from righteous ways I 

Well) H r, dost thou thy master serve; 

Well haa he seen his serv<int should not starve : 2^ 



Thou tp his Damie hast ftpl^ndid temples raU'd^ 

in varioils forms of worship 3een him prais'd ; 

Gaudy devotion^ like a Roman, showik. 

And sung sweit anthems ih a tongile UnknoWil^ 

Inferiior oflfrings to thy god of vite 

Are duly paid*, in fiddles, tards, and dfce; 

Thy saicrifice supreme an hundred maids f. 

That solemn rite of midnight masquerades! 

If maids the quite exhausted Town denies^ 

An hundred head of cifckords may Suffice. i ;• 

JThoii smil'St, well pleas'd with the converted )and» 

To see the fifty chikrches at a stand. 

And rii&t thy minister may never fail. 
But what thy bahd has planted Mill prevail^ 
Of roiik>r prophets, a succession surie, 
The propagation \of thy zeal tecure. 

See Commons, Peers» and Ministiers of Statie> 
In solemn council met, and deep debate! 
What godlikie enterprise is taking binh t 
What womter opens on th' expecting earth? ^40 

'Tis done 1 with lotid ap[^lause the council rings! 
Fix'd is the fate of whores and fiddle-strings I 

Tho' bold these truths, th'oii. Muse 1 with truths likt 
Wilt none offend whom 'tis a praise to please : (these 
Let others flatter to be flatter'd, thou> 
Like just tribunals, bend an awful brow. 
How terrible it were to common sense 
To write a satire which gave none offence? 
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Ard siQce from life I take the draughts you see. 

If men dislike them, do they censure me,? z^ 

The fool and knave *iis glorious to offend, 

And godlike an attempt the world to mend; 

The world, where lucky throws to blockheads faTf^ 

Knaves know the game, and honest men pay all. 

How hard for real worth to gain its price i 
A man shall make his fortune in a trice, 
If bless'd with pliant, tho' but slender sense, 
Feign'd modesty, and^rea) impudence, 

A supple knee, smooth tongue, an easy grace, 

A curse within, a smile upon his face. 2io' 

A beauteous sister, or convenient wif<^ 

Are prizes in th«! lottery of life ; 

Genius and virtue th^y will sooa defeat. 

And lodge you in the bo^^of the great. 

To merit is but to provide a pain. 

From men's refusing what you ought to gain. 

May Dudingtun ! thi^ maxim fail in you, 
Whom my presaging thoughts already view 
By Walpole's coitduct fir'd, and friendship grac'd, 
6 till higher in your prince's fervour plac'd, 270^ 

And lending, here, those awful councils aid. 
Which you abroad with such success obey'd: ' 
|Bear this from one who holds your friendship dear : ' 
' What most we wish, with ease we fancy near. 
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SATIRE IV. 

TO'TBK RIGHT HON. 81B 8FKNCEA COMPTOM. 



Round some fair tree th* ambitious woodbine grows, . 

A nd breathe ber sweets on tbe supporting boughs : 

So 4weet the verse, th* ambitious verse should be, 

(Ol pardon mine) that hopes support from thee; 

Thee, Compton i born o*er senates to preside. 

Their dignity to raise, th«ir councils guide ; 

Peep to discern, and widely to survey. 

And kingdoms' fat^ without ambition weigh; 

Of distant virtues nice extremes to blend, 

Ths crown's asserter, and the people's friend: lo 

Nor dost thou scorn, amid sublimer views. 

To listen to the Ubciurs of the Muse; 

Thy smiles protect her, whik thy talents fire. 

And 'tis but half thy glory to inspire. 

Vex'd at a public fame, so justly won, 
The jealoui Chremes is with spleen undone; 
Chremes, for airy pensions of renown. 
Devotes his service lo the state and crown : 
All schemes he knows, and, knowing, all improves; 
Tho* Britain 's thankless, still this patriot loves : %• 
But patriots differ ; some may slieU their bluod. 
He drinks his coffee, for the public good; 
Consults the sacred steam, and there foresees 
What storms or sunshine Frovidetice decrees; 
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knows for each day the weather of our fate : 
A quidnunck is an almanack of state. 

You smile, and think this statesman void of us^; 
Why may not time his secret wort>h produce ? 
$ince apes can roast the choice CoAstantian nnt> 
Since steeds of geniuft arjS expert at put, 30 

Shice half the senate Not Content can say. 
Geese nations save, and puppies )>lots betray. 

What makes him model realms and counsel kings t 
An incapaciiy for smaller things 
Poor Chremes caftn't conduct his own estate* 
And thence has undertaken Europe's fate. 

Gehenno leaves the realm to Climes* skilly 
And boldly claims a province higher still : 
Tp raise a name, th' ambitious bay has got^ 
At once, a Bible and a shoulder-knot : ^o 

Deep in the secret, he looks thro' the whole. 
And phies the dull rogue that saves his soul : 
To talk with nev'rence you must take good heed^ 
Kor shock hts telider reason with the creed : 
Howe'er weH-bred, in public he c!Omplies^ 
Obliging friends alone with blasphemies. 

Peerage is poison ; good estates are bad 
For this disease ; poor rogues run seldom mad. 
Have not attainders brought unhop*d relief, 
And falling stocks quite cur*d an unbelief? 5^ 

Whi le the sun shines, 13 1 unt talks with Wondrous forces 
But thunder mars small beer and weak discourse. 
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Such useful instruments the weather shoir. 

Just as their Mercury is high or low. 

Health chiefly keeps an Atheist in the dark. 

A fever argues better than a Clarke: 

X^t but the logic in his pulse decay. 

The Grecian he'll renounce, and learn to pray; 

While C — — mourns, with an unfeigned zeal, 

Th' apostate youth who reason'd once so well. 60 

C , who makes so merry with the creed. 

He almost thinks he disbelieves indeed; 

But only thinks so: to give both their d\xz, 

Satan and he believe and tremble too. 

Of some for glory such the boundless rage. 

That they 're the blackest scandal of their age^ 

Narcissus the Tartarian club disclaims; 

» 

Nay, a Freemason with some terror names; 

Omits no duty ; nof can Envy say 

He miss'd, these many years, the church or play: 70 

He makes no noise in parliament, Mi» true. 

But pays his debts, and w\s^, when 'tis due: 

His character and gloves are ever clean. 

And then he can outbow the bowing Dean : 

A smile eternal on bis lips he wears. 

Which equally the wise and worthless sha*%8, ' 

|n gay fatigues, this moit undaunted chict, < 

patient of idieness beyond belief, > 

Most charitably lends the Town his face. 

Yqx ornaOieDt in zw'iy public place : 80 
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As sufe as pards he to th* assembly coi^s^ 
And is the furniture of dc^wing-rooms : 
When Ombre calfs, his hand and heart are free. 
And, join'd to two he fails not — to make three. 
Narcissus is the ^lory of his rare. 
For who does nothing with a belter grace I 

To deck my list by Nature were desigh'd 
Such shining expietives of humankind. 
Who want, while thro* blank lif? they dream alQttg. 
Sense to be right, and passion to be wrong. 90 

To counterpoise this hero of the mode. 
Some for renown are singula/ and odd ; 
What other iiren dislike is sure to please. 
Of all mankind, these dear antipodeB: 
Thro* pride, not malice, they tun counter stilly 
And birth-days are their days of dressing ill. 

Arb— t is a fool, and F a sagp, 

5 — \y will fright you, E engage: 

By Nature streams run backward, flame descends. 

Stones mounts and S xis the worst of friends. 

They take th<:ir rest by day, and wake by night, lOt 
And blosh if you surprise tbem in the right; 
If they by chance blurt out, ere well aware, 
A swan is white, or Q y is fair. 

Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 
A fool in fashion, but a fool that 's out i 
His passion for absurdity *s so strong, 
He cannot bear a rival in the wrong. 
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Tho* wrong the mode, comply : more sense is shewn 

In wearing others' follies than your own. 1 1« 

If what is out of fashion most you prize, 

Methinks you should endeavour to be wise. 

But what in oddness can be more sabfime 

Than S—^ — , the foremost toyman of his time ? 

His nice ambition lies in curious fancies, 

His daughter's portfon a rich shell enhances. 

And Ashmole's baby-house is, in his view, 

Britannia's golden mine, a rich Perul 

How his eyes languish ! how his thoughts adore 

That painted coat which Joseph never worel lao 

He shews, on holidays, a sacred pin 

That touch 'd the ruff that touch'd Queen Bess's chin. 

" Since that great dearth our chronicles deplore, 
'* Since the great plague that swept as many more, 
f« Was ever year unbless'd as this?" he'll cry, 
" It has not brought us one new butterfly !" 
Ih times that suffer such learn'd men as these. 
Unhappy I- y ! how came you to please ? 

Not gaudy butterflies are Lico's game, 
But in eftect his chase is much the same : 130 

Warm in pursuit, he levees all the great. 
Stanch to the foot of title and estate: 
Where'er their lordships go, they never find 
Or Lico or their shadows lag behind ; 
He sets them sure, where'er their lordships run. 
Close at their elbows, as a rnorning-dun ; 
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A^ if their grandeur by contagion wrought^ 
Aod.fame was, like a fever, to be raught : 
But after seven years dance from place to place 
The Dane * is more familiar with his Grace. I40 

Who *d be a crutch to prop a rotten peer. 
Or living pendent dangling at his ear. 
For ever whisp'ring secrets which were blown 
For months before, by trumpets, thro* the Town! 
Who 'd be a glass, with flattering grimace. 
Still to reflect the temper of his face ? 
Or happy pin to stick upon his sleeve. 
When my lord 's gracious, and vouchsafes it leave ? 
Or cushion, when his heaviness shall please 
To loll or thump it for his better ease ? 1 59 

Or a vile butt, for noon or night bespoke. 
When the peer rashly swears he Ml club his joke ? 
Who'd shake with laughter, tho' he could not And 
His lordship's jest, or if his nose broke wind ? 
For blessings to the gods profoundly bow, 
Thafcan cry chimney-sweep, or drive a plough? 
With terms like thes^ how mean the tribe that close ? 
Scarce meaner they who terms like these impose. 

But what *s the tribe most likely to comply ? 
The men of ink, or ancient authors lie ; 160 

The writing tribe, who shameless auctions hold 

Of praise, by inch of candle to be sold ; 

' - - — - — — ' 

■ M ■ ' — - 

• A Danish dog of the Duke of Argyle. 
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All men they flatter, but thenoselves tlie most. 

With deathless fame their everlasting boast : 

For Fame do cully makes so much their jest. 

As her old consent spark, the bard profest. 

•' B-— le shines in council, M— — t in the fight, 

*' P — 1 — m'a magnificent, hut I can write, 

'' And what to my great soul like glory dear V* 

Till some god whispers ih his tingling ear, 170 

That fame's unwholesome taken without meat, 

AndJife is best sustain'd by what is ate : 

Grown lean and wise, he curses what he writ. 

And wishes all his wants were in his wit. 

Ah ! what avails it, when his dinner's lost. 
That his triumphant name adorns a* post i 
Or that his shining page (provoking Fate) 
Defends sirloins, which sons of Dulness eat ? 

What foe to verse without compassion hears. 
What cruel prose-man can refrsin from tears, 180 
When the poor Muse, for less than half-a-crown, 
A prostitute on evVy bulk in Town, 
With Qther whores undone, tho' not in print. 
Clubs credit for Geneva in thie Mint ? 

Ye Bardsi why will you sing, tho* uninspirM ? 
Ye Bards! why will you starve to be admir'd ? 
Defunct by Phoebus' laws, beyond redress, 
Why will your spectres haunt the frighted piess f 
Bad metre, that excrescence of the head. 
Like haiTj^ will sprout altbo* the poet 's dead. 190 

Volume II L ~ K. 
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All other trades demand, verse-makers beg. 
A dedication is a wooden leg; 
A barren labeo, the true mumper's fashion. 
Exposes borrowM brats to move compassion. 
Tho* such myself, vife bards I discomrnend ; 
Nay more, tho* gentle Damon is my friend. 
** Is't then a crime to write ?" — If talent rare 
Proclaim the god, the crime is to forbear: 
For same, tho* few, there are large-minded. men, 
Who watch unseen the labours of the pen : tco 

Who know the Muse's wortb« and therefore court. 
Their deeds her theme, their bounty her support ; 
Who serve, unask*d, the least pretence to wit> 
My sole excuse, alas! for having writ. 
A — le true wit is studious to restore, 
And D — t smiles, if Phoebus smii'd before; 
P— ke in years the long-Iov*d arts admires^ 
And Henrietta like a Muse inspires. 

But, ah ! not inspiration can obtain 
That fame which poets languish for in vain. 210 

How mad their aim who thirst for glory, strive 
To grasp wliat no man can potisess alive? 
Fame's a reversion in which men take p'ace 
(0 late reversion !)■ at their own decease. 
This truth sagacious Liniot knows so well. 
He starves his authors, that their works may sell. 

That fame is wealth, fantastic poets cry; 
That Health is fame, another can reply. 
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Who know no guilt, no scandal, but in rags* 
And swell in j ust proportion to ibeir bags. lao 

Kor only the low-born, deform'd, and old. 
Think glory nothing but the beams of gold ; 
The first young lord which in the Mali you meet 
Shall match the veriest hunks in Lombard-sirect* 
From rescu'd candies' ends who rais'd a suixi^ 
And starves to join a peony to a plum. 
A beardless raiser ! 'tis a guilt unki.own 
To former times, a scandal all our own. 
Of ardent lovers the true modern bafl4 
Will mortgage Celia to redeem their laud. a JO 

Fur love, young, noble, rich. Casta Uo dies ; 
Name but the fair, love sv^ells into his eyes« . 
Divine Monimia, thy fond fears lay down, 
Ko rival can prevail, — but half-a-^cown* 
He glories to Ute times to be couvey'd, 
Noi for the poor he has reliey'd, but made: 
Not such ambition his great fathers fir'd. 
When Harry conqu^r'd, and half France expired : 
He 'd be a slave, a pimp, a dog, for gain; 
Nay, a dull sheriff for his golden chain. 246 

** Who 'd be a slave ?*' the gallant col'nel cries. 
While love of glory sparkles from his eyes: 
To deathless fame he loudly pleads his right,— 
Just is his title, — for he will not fight. 
All soldiers valour, all divines have grace. 
As maids of honour beauty, — by their place : 
rffung.2 K ij 
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But when, indulging on the last campaign. 

His lofty terms climb o*er the hills of slain. 

He gives the foes he slew, at each vain word, 

A sweet revenge, and half absolves his sword. 250' 

Of boasting more than of a bomb afraid, 
A soldier should be modest as a maid. 
Fame is a bubble the reserv'd enjoy ; 
Who strive to grasp it, as they touch, destroy: 
' Tis the world's debt to deeds of high degree. 
But if you pay yourself the world is free. 

Were there no tongue to speak them but hfs own, 
Augustus* deeds in arms had ne'er been known; 
Augustus* deeds, if that ambiguous name 
Coiifouuds my reader, and mi>guides his aim, 260 
Such i& the prince's worth of whom I speak, 
Tiie Roman would not hJush at the mistake. 
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SATIRE V. 

ON WOMKN. 



O fairest of creation! last end bctt 
Of all cod's wcrks! creature m whom exceli'd 
Vi^nAt^vf r can to tight or tftouebt be l^m'd 
Hul7« divine) sood, amiable, or tweet I 
HOW an tbou last!—-— lllLTOM'< 



^OR reigns ambition in bold man alone ; 
Soft female hearts the rude invader own : 
But there, indeed, it deals in nicer things 
Than routing armies and dethroning kings. 
Attend, and you discern it in the fair, 
Coi.duct a finger, or reciaim a hair; 
Or roll the lucid orbit of an eye. 
Or in full joy elaborate a sigh. 

The sex we honour though their faults we blarney 
Kay> thank their faults for such a fruitful theme ; m 

A theme fair — I doubly 4cind to me, 

Since satirizing those is praising thee ; 

V/ ho wottidst not bear, too modestly reiin'd, 

A panegyric of a grosser kind. 

Britannia's daughters, much niefre fair than nice^ 
Too fond of admiration, lose their price; 
Worn |n the public eye, give cheap deligitt 
To throngs, and tarnish to the sated sight: 

« » • • • 

Kiij 
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As unreserved and beauteous as the sun. 
Thro* cv'ry sign of vanity they run ; 2a 

Assemblies, parks, coarse feasts io city-halls. 
Lectures and trials, plays, committees, balls. 
Wells, bedlams, executions, Smirhfield scenes^ 
And fortunetellers' caves and lions' dens; 
Taverns, Exchanges, Bridewells, drawing-rooiDSj, 
Instalments, pi Maries, coronations, tombs, 
Tumblers and ftjneral, puppet-shows, review. 
Sales, races, rabates, (and, still stranger I) pews. 

Clarinda's bosom burns, but burns for lame. 
And love lies vanquish'd in a nobler flame ; y^ 

Warm gleams of hope she now dispenses, then, 
Lilie Apiil suns, dives into clouds agen: 
With all her'luaire now her lover warms. 
Then, out of ostentation, hides her charms. 
'Tis liext her pleasure sweetly to complain. 
And to be taken with a sudden pain ; 
Then bhe starts up, ail ecstacy and bliss. 
And is, sweet sjuI! just as sincere in this. 
O how she rolls her charming eyes in spighti 
And looks delightfully with all her might ! 4a 

But like our heroes, mich more brave than wise, 
&he cunquers (or the triumph, not the prize. 

Zara resembles j^tna crown'd wiih snows. 
Without she freezes, and within she glows: 
Twice ere the sun descends, with zeal iBspir*d^ 
From the vain converse of the world rctir'd^ 
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She reada ibe psalms and chapters for the day, ~ 
In — ~— Cleopatra, 'or the last new play. 
Thus gloomy Zara, with a solemn grace. 
Deceives mankind, and hides behind her face. 50 

Nor far beneath her in renown' is she, 
Who, thro' good-breeding, is ill company : 
"Whose manners will not let her larum cease; - 
"Who thinks you are unhappy when at peace; 
To find you news who jacks her subtle head. 
And vows — that her great-grandfather is dead. 

A dearth of words a woman need not fear. 
But 'tis a task indeed to learn — to hear: 
In that the skill cf conversaiiun lies; 
That shews or makes you both polite or wise. 60 

Xantippe cries, "Let nymphs who nought cansay,^ 
*' Be lost in silence, and resign the day : 
*' And let her guilty wife her guilt confess 
" By tame behaviour and a soft address." 
Thro' virtve she refuses to comply 
With all the dictates of humanity ; 
Thro' wisdom she refuses to subnut 
To Wisdom's rtiles, and raves to prove hex wit; 
Then, her unblemish'd honour to maintain, 
Rejects her husband's kindness with disdain : 7Q 

9ut if, by chance, an ill^adapted word 
pi'ops from the lip of her unwary lord, 
Htt darling china, in a whirlwindsent, ? 

Just intimates the lady's disfiuuteut. 
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Wine may indeed excite the meekest dame. 
But keen Xantippe, scorning borrow'd flame^ 
Can vent her thundersj and her lightnings play, 

g'er cooling gruel, and composing tea ; 
or rests by night, but more sincere than nice. 
She shakes the curtains with her kind advice : to 

Doubly, like Echo, sound is her delight. 
And the last word is her eternal right. 
Is 't not enough plagues, wars, and famines, rise 
To lash our crimes, but must our wives be wise ? 

Famine, plague, war, and an unnumber'd throng 
Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong. 
AVhat black, what ceaseless cares besiege our state ? 
What strokes we feel from Fancy and from Fate ? 
If Fate forbears us. Fancy strikes the blow y 
We make misfortune; suicides in woe, ^ 

Supertluous aid 1 unnecessary, skill 1 
Is Nature backward. to torment or kilt? 
How oft* the noon, how oft' the midnight belf, 
(That iron tongue of death 1) with solemn knell. 
On Folly's errands as we vairiy roam. 
Knocks at oui- heartsand finds our thoughts from hmne? 
Men drop so fast, ere life's mid stage we tread. 
Few know so many friends alive as^ead ; 
Yet, as immortal, in our up-hill chase 
We press coy Fortune with unslacken*d pace; too 
Our ardent labours for the toys we seek. 
Join night to day, and Sunday to the week : 
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Our very joys are anxious, and expire 
Beinreen satiety and fierce desire. 
Now what reward for all this grief and toil ? 
But one; a lea.ale friend^s endearing smile ; 
A tender smile, our sorrows' only balm, * 
And in life's tempest the sad sailor's calm. 

How have I seen a gentle nymph draw nigh^ 
Peace in her air, persuasion in her eye ; 1 10 

Victorious tenderness! it all o'ercamfr, 
Husbands look'd mild^ savages grew tame. 

The sylvan race our active nymphs pursue; 
Man is not all Ihe game they have in view : 
In woods and fields their glory they complete; 
There Master Betty leaps a five-barr'd gate ; 
While fair Miss Charlfs to toilets is coi iiu'd. 
Nor rashly tempts the barb'rous sun and wiudL 
Some nymphs atlect a more heroic breeds 
And vault from hunters to the manag'd steed; xjo 
Command his prancings with a martial air, 
Aod Foben has the forming of the fair. 

More than one steed must Delia's empire feel, 
W ho sits iriumphant o'er the flying wheel. 
And as she guides it tbro' ih' admirmg throng, 
^N ith what an air »he smacks the silken thong t 
Graceful as John, she moderates the reins. 
And whistles sweet her diuretic strains : 
Sesostris-iike, such charioteers as these 
May drive six harness 'd moxmrchs it tkey please : Ji# 
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They drive, row^ run, with love of glory smSt, 
Leap, swim, shoot flying, and pronounce on wit. 

O'er the belle-letter lovely Daphne reigns; 
Again the god Apollo wears her chains: 
W ith legs toss'd high, on her sophee she sits. 
Vouchsafing audience to contending wits: 
Of each performance she 's the final test ; 
One act read o'er, she prophesies the rest ; 
And then, pronouncing with decisive air. 
Fully convi nces a) I the Town— -she's fair. 140 

Had lovely Da)>hne Hecatessa's face. 
How would her elegance of taste decrease ! 
Some ladies' judgment in their features lies. 
And all their genius sparkles from their eyes. 

But hold, she cries, Lampooner I have a care ; 
Must I want common sense because I 'm fair I 
O no; see Stella ; her eyes shine as bright 
As if her tongue was never in the right: 
And yet what real learning, judgment, fire I 
She- seems inspir'd, and can herself inspire : 15* 

How then (if malice rul'd not all the fair) 
Could Daphne publish, and could she forbear? 
We grant that beauty is no bar to sense, 
Noi is 't a sanction tor impertinence. 

Sempronia lik'd her man, and well she might; 
The youth in person and in parts was bright; 
Possess'd of ev'ry virtue^ grace, and art. 
That claims just empire o'er the female heart : 
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He met her passion, all her sighs retum'd. 

And in full rage of youthful ardour burn'd; ite 

Large his ^ssessions, and beyond her own. 

Their bliss the theme and envy of the Town, 

The day was fix*d, when, with one acre more. 

In stepp'd deform*d, debauch'd, diseas'd Threescore^ 

The fatal sequel I, thro' shame forbear. 

Of pride and avarice who can cure the fair 1 

Man 's rich with little, were his judgment true; 
Nature is frugal, and her wants are few; 
Those few wants answer'd bring sincere delights. 
But fools create themselves new appetites. 170 

Fancy and pride seek things at vast expense. 
Which relish not to reason, nor to sense. 
When surfeit or unthankfulness destroys. 
In Nature's narrow sphere^ our sOlid joys. 
Id Fancy's airy land of noise and show. 
Where nought but dreams, no real pleasures, grow,. 
Like cats in air-pumps,, tp subsist we strive 
On joys too thin to keep the soul alive. 
, Lemira 's sick, make haste ; the doctor call r 
He comes; but where 's his patient ? at the bdl?.. 180 
The doctor stares ; her woman curt'sies low. 
And cries, "My lady. Sir, is always so: 
" Di\'ersions put her maladies to flight; 
" True, she cann't stand, but she can dance all nightc- 
•' I Ve known my Lady (for she loves a tune) 
" For fevers tal^e an opera in June: 
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** And tho*, perhaps, you Ml thiuk the practice bold, 
*' A midnight Park is sov'reign for a cold ; 
' With chplics breakfasts of green fruit agree, 
" With indigestions supper just at three." 190 

A strange alternative, replies Sir- Hans, 
Must women have a doctor or a dance ? 
Tbo' sick to deaths abroad they safely roam. 
But droop and die, in perfect health at home. 
For want — but not of health, are ladies ill. 
And tickets cure beyond the doctor's bill. 

Alas, my Heart! how languishingly fair 
Yon* lady lolls ? with what a tender air? 
Pale as a young dramatic author, when 
O'er darl ing I ines feU Gibber waves his pen, aco 

Is her lord angry, or has Viny * chid ? 
Dead is her father, or the mask forbid ? 
** Late sitting. up has lurn'd her roses white." 
Why went she not to bed ? " Because 'twas night." 
Did she then dance or play ? " Nor this nor that«" 
W^II, night soon steals 9 way in pleasing chat. 
" No, alt alone her pray*rs she rather chose, 
'^ Than be that wretch to sleep till morning rose." 
Then Lady Cynthia, mistress of the shade. 
Goes with the fashionable owls to bed : aio 

This her pride covets, this her health denies; 
Her soul is silly, but her. body *s wise. 

Others, with curious arts, dim charms revive. 
And triumph in the bloom of fifty-five. 

.■i>-|W1 L . I . L ' . - . ■ - - — .— ^— ^— ^ 

* Lap-dog. 
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You, in the morning, a fair nymph invite, 

To keep her word a broivn one conies at night ; 

Next day sh^ shines in glossy black, and tiien 

Revolves into her native red agen t 

Like a dove's neck she shifts her transient charms. 

And is her own dear rival in your arms. , ajo 

But one admirer has the painted lass, 
Kor finds that one but in her looking-glass: 
Yet Laura's beautiful to such excese. 
That all her art scarce makes her please us less. 
To deck the female cheek he only knows^ 
Whopaints Je$s fair the lily and the rose. 

How gay they smile i such blessings Nature pours^ 

O'erstock'd mankind enjoy but half her stores : 

In distant wilds, by human eyes unseen. 

Site rears her flow*rs, and spreads her velvet green:' 

Pure gurgling rills Ihe lonely desert trace, 231 

And vaste their music on ihe savage race. 

Is Nature then a niggard of her bliss i 

Repine we. guiltless in a world like this ? 

JPtit our lewd tastes her lawful charms refuse^ 

And painted Art's deprav'd allurements chuse. 

Siich Fulvia's passion for the Town: fresh air 

(An odd effect I) gives vapours to the fair; 

Green fields, and shady groves, and crystal springs. 

And larks, ar)id nighliiigales, are odiuus things; 240 

But smoke, and dust, and noise, and crowds, delight. 

And to be presi'd to death transports her quite : 
yvlumt ill, L 
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Where silver riv'Iets play thro* flow'ry meads. 
And woodbines give their sweets, and limes their 
Black kennels' absent odours she regrets/ [shades, 
And stops her nose at beds of violets. 

Is stormy life preferred to the serene ? 
Or is the public to the private scene i 
Retir*d, we tread a smooth and open way. 
Thro' briers and brambles in the warld we stray; 256 
Stiff opposition, and perplexed debate. 
And thorny care, and rank and stinging hate. 
Which choke our passage our career control. 
And wound the firmest temper of our soul. 
O sacred Solitude ! divine retreat! 
Choice of the prudent ! envy of the great I 
By the pure stream, or in thy waving shade. 
We court fair Wisdom, that celestial maid; 
The genuine offspring of her lov*d embrace, 
(Strangers on earth!) are Innocents and Peace: ste 
There from the ways of men laid safe ashore. 
We smile tp hear the distant tempest roar ; 
There blessM with health, with bus'ness unperplex'd,. 
This life we relish, and ensure the next: 
There, too, the Muses sport : these numbers free, 
Fierian Eastbury ! I owe to thee. 

There sport the Muses, but not there alone ; 
Their sacred force Amelia feels in Town. 
.Nought but a genius can a genius fit; 
A wit herself, Amelia weds a wit;- 270- 
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Both wits I tho' miracles are said to cease. 

Three days, three wondrous days ! they liv'd in peace; 

With the fourth sun a warm dispute arose 

On Durfey's poesy and Bunyan's prose. 

The learned war both wage with equal force^ 

And the fifih morn concluded the divorce. 

Phoebe, tho* she possesses nothing less. 
Is proud of being rich in happiness; 
Laboriously pursues delusive toys. 
Content with pains, since they 're reputed joys. 280 
With what well-acted transport will she say, 
«• Well, sure we were so happy yesterday ! 
" And then that charmii.g party for to-morrow!" 
Tho' well she knows t' will languish into sorrow: 
But she dares never boast the present huur; 
So gross t:hat cheat, it is beyond her pow'r; 
For such is our weakness or our curse, 
Or rather such our crime, which still is worse. 
The present moment, like a wife we shun. 
And ne'er enjoy, because it is our own. 390 

Pleasures are few, .and /ewer we enjoy ; 
Pleasure, like quicksilver, is bright and coy; 
We strive to grasp it with out utmost skill. 
Still it eludes us, and it glitters still; 
If seiz'd at last, compute your mighty gains; 
What is it but rank poison in your veins? 

As Flavia in her glass an angel spies. 
Pride whispers in her ear pernicious lies ; 

Xoung.} L (i 
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Tells her> while she surveys a face so fine. 

There *s no satiety of charms divine. 300 

Hence, if her lover yawns, all changed appears 

Her temper, and she melts (swfet soul!) in tear?: 

She fond and young, last week her wish enjoy 'd. 

In soft amusement all the night employed: 

The mornirig came, when Strephon, waking, found 

(Surprising sight !) his bride in sorrow drown'd. 

** Whatmiiacle, (says Stiephon,) makes thee weep?" 

" Ah, barb'rous man, (she cries,) how could you— 

Men love a mistress as they love a feast ;" [sleep ?*' 
How grateful one to touch, and one to taste? 31a 
Yet su:e there is a certain time of day 
We wish our mistress and our meat away: 
But soon the sated appetites return^ 
Again our stomachs crave, our bosoms burn: 
Eternal love let man, then never swear; 
Let women never triumph nor despair ; 
Nor praise nor bfame too much, the warm or chill : 
Hunger and love are foreign to the will. 

There is, indeed, a passion more refin'd. 
For those few nymphs whose charms are of th« mind; 
But not of that unfashionable set 321 

Is Phyllis. Phyllis and her Damon met. 
Eternal love exactly hits her taste; 
Phyllis demands eternal love at least. 
Embracing Phyllis with soft-smiling eyes^ 
Eternal love I vow, the swain replies; 
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But say, my all, my mistress, and my friend ! 
What day next week th' eternity shall end ? 

Some nymphs prefer astronomy to love. 
Elope from mortal man, and range above. 330 

The fair philosopher to Rowley fli.s. 
Where, in a box, the whole creation lies: 
She sees the planets in their turns advance. 
And scorns, Poitier I thy sublunary dance: 
Of Desagulier she bespeaks fresh air. 
And Whiston has engagements with the fair. 
What vain experiments Sophronia tries! 
'Tis not in air-pumps the gay col'nel dies. 
But though to-day this rage of science reigns, 
(O fickle Sex! ) soon end her tesrned pains. 54* 

XiO 1 pug from Jupiter her heart has got. 
Turns out the stars, and Newton is a sot. 

To — — - turn ; she never took the height 
Of Saturn, yet is ever in the right : 
She strikes each point with native force of mind. 
While puzzled Learning blunders far behind. 
Graceful to sight, and elegaat to thought. 
The great are vanquish'd, and the wise are taught. 
Her breeding finish'd, and her temper sweet, 
W hei) serious easy, and when gay discreet; 35* 

lo glitt'ring scenes, o*er her own heajrt sincere. 
In crowds collected, and in courts severe ; 
Sincere and warm, with zeal well understood. 
She takes a nobler piMe is doing good ; 

Liij 
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Yet not superior to her sex's cares. 

The mode she fixes by the gown she wears : 

Of silks and china she's the last appeal ; 

In these great.points she leads the commonweal ; 

And if disputes of empire rise between 

Mechlin the queen of Uce^ and Colberteen, 3S0 

Tisdoubtl 'tisdarknessl till suspended Fate 

Assumes her nod, to close the grand debate. 

When such her mind, why will the fair express 

Their emulation only in her dress ? 

But, oh 1 the nymph that mounts above the skies. 
And, gratis, clears religious mysteries* 
Kesolv'd the church's welfare to ensure. 
And make her family a sinecure; 
The theme divine at cards she 'II not forget. 
But takes in texts of Scripture at Piquet ; 370 

In those licentious meetings acts the prude, - 
And thanks her Maker that her cards are good. 
What angels would these he, who thus excel 
In theologies, could they sew as well 1 
Yet why should not the fair her text pursue ? 
Can she more decently the doctor woo i 
*Tis hard, too, she who makes no use but chat 
Of her religion, should be barr'd in that. 

Isaac, a brother of the^cao^mi; strain. 
When he has knock 'd at his own skull in v^n, 380 
To beauteous Marcia often will repair 
With a dark text, to light it at th^ fair. 
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how his pious soul exults to find 
Such love for holy men in womankind ? 
Cliarm'd with her iearniiig, with what rapture he 
Hangs on her bloom, like an industrious bee; 
Hums round about her, and with all his pow'r 
Extracts sweet wisdom from so fair a flow'r i 

The young and gay declining, Appia dies 
At nobler game, the mighty and the wios: 390 

iiy Nature more an eagle than a dove, 
bbe impiously preters the world to love. 

Can wealth give happiness? look round and see 
What gay distress! vvh.ii splendid misery 1 
"Whatever Fortune lavishly can pour. 
The mind annihilateSj and calls fur more. 
Wealth is a cheat, believe not what it says; 
Like any lord it promises — and pays, 
liow will the miser startle to be told 
Of such a wonder as insolvent gold ? 40P . 

What Nature wants has an intr;nstc weight. 
All more is but the fashion cf (he plate, 
Wbicii for one moment charms the fickle view j 
It charms us now, anon we cast anew. 
To seme tresh birth of fancy more incliu'di 

1 hen wed not acres, but 4 ucble mind. 
Mistaken lovers, whom^ke wcrth.their care,^^ 

And think accoa^pUdiimtiits wiii \viP4 the iair; . 

"Xlit fair 'tis tme by geiiiu:> shoula be won. 

As flow'rs uiuold their biaaties to ibc »un:, ^o 
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And yet in female sca!es a fop outweighs. 
And Wit must wear the willow and the bay^ 
Nought shines so bright in vain Liberia's eye 
As riot, impudence, and perfidy ; 
The youth of fire, that has drunk deep, and play'd. 
And kili'd his man, and triumph'd o*er bis maid. 
For him, as yet unhang*d, she spreads ber charms^ 
Snatches tl^e ('ear destroyer to ber arms. 
And amply gives, (tho* treated long amiss) 
The man of merit his revenge in this*. 4^ 

If you resent, and wish a woman iU, 
But turn her o'er one moment to her will. 
The languid lady next appearr in state. 
Who was not born to carry her own weight ; 
She lolls, reeU, staggers, till some foreign aid 
To her own stature lifts the feeble maid; 
Then, if ordaln'd to so severe a doom. 
She, by Just stages, journeys round the room ; 
But, knowing her own weakness, she despairs 
To scale the Alps— that is, ascend the stairs. 430 
,My fan ! let oiliers say, who laugh at toil; 
^anl hood! glove! scarf! is her laconic style. 
And chat is spoke with such a dying foil. 
That Betty rather sees than Jtears the call : 
The moti n of her lips, and meaning eye. 
Piece out th' idea her faint words deny. 
O'lisien with attention most profound I 
Her voice is but the shadow of a sound. 
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And help! oh, help ! her spirits are so dead^ 

One hand scarce lifts the other to her head ; 440 

If there a stubborn pin it triumphs o*er. 

She pantsi she sinks away I and is no more. 

Let the robust, and the gigantic, crave, . 

Life is not worth so much ; she'd rather starve; 

fi ut chew she must herself: ah, cruel fate! 

That Rosalinda cann 't by proxy eat* 

An antidote in female caprice lies 
(Kind Heav*n !) against' the poison of their eyes. 

Thalesiris triumphs in a manly mien ; 
l.oud is her accent, and her phrase obscene. 450 

In fair and open dealing where 's the shame ? 
What Nature dares to give, site dares to name* 
This honest fellow is sincere and plain, 
And justly gives the jealous .husband pain« 
(Vain is the task to petticoats assign'd. 
If wanton language shews a naked mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her eloquence. 
An oath supplies the vacancies of sense. 
Hark I the shrill notes transpierce the yielding air. 
And teach the neighb'ring echoes how to swear. 46a 
By Jove Is faint, and for the simple swain; 
She, on the Chrbtian system, is profane: 
But tho' the vuiley rattles in your car. 
Believe her drebs she *& not a grenadier. 
If thunder 's awful, how much more our dreadj 
When Jove deputes a lady in his stead ? 
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A lady! pardon my mistaken pen : 

A shameless woman is the worst. of men. ^ 

Few to good-breeding make a just pretence ; 
Good-breeding is the blossom of good sense ; 470 

The last result of an accomplish'd mind, 
With outward grace, the body's virtue, join'd. 
A violated decenc^y now reigns. 
And nymphs for failings take peculiar painft.^ 
With Chinese painters modern toasts agree. 
The point they aim at is deformity ; 
They throw their persons, with a hoyden air. 

Across the room, and toss into the chair. ' 

I 

So far their commerce with mankind is gone. 

They for our manners have exch^ng'd their own; 480 

The modest look, the castigated gr^ce. 

The gentle movement, and slow-measur'd pace. 

For which her lovers dy'd, her parents pray'd. 

Are indecorums with the modern maid. 

Stiff forms are bad ; hut let not worse intrude. 

Nor conquer Art and Nature to be rude. 

Modern good-breeding carry to its height. 

And Lady'D-*-- *s self will be polite. 

Ye rising Fair ! ye bloom of Britain's isle ! 
When high^Mrn Anna, with a soften'd smile, 490 
Leads on your train, and sparkles at your head. 
What seems most hard is not to be well-bred: 
Her bright example with success "pursue. 
And all but adoration is your due. 
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But adoration I give me something more, 
^ Cries Lyce> on the borders of threescore. 
, ' Nought treads so silent at the foot of Time; 
Hence we mistake our autumn for our prime. 
Tis greatly wise to know, before we 're told. 
The melancholy news that we grow old* 500 

Autumnal Lyce carries in her face 
Memento Mori to each public place* 
O how your beating breast a mistress warms. 
Who looks thro' spectacles to see your charmsl 
While rival undertakers hover round. 
And with his spade the sexfon marks the ground,^ 
Intent not on her own, but others* doom, 
8he plans new conquests, and defrauds the tomb. 
"in vain the eock has summon'd sprites away. 
She walks at noon, and blasts the blooth of day ; 510 
Gay rainbow silks her mellow charms infold. 
And nought of Lyce but iierself is old : 
Her grizzled locks assume a smirking grace, 
And Art has levell'd her deep-furrow'd face: 
Her strange demand no mortal can approve; 
We Ml ask her blessing, but cann 't ask her love: 
She grants, indeed, a lady may decline 
(All ladies but herself) at ninety-nine. 
O how unlike her was the sacred age 
Of prudent Pojtia? her gray hairs engage, 510 

Whose thoughts are suited to her life's decline : 
Virtue *^ the paint that can make wrinkles shine: 
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That« and that only, can old age sustain. 

Which yet all wish, nor know they wish for pain. 

Kot num'rous ire our joys when life is new. 

And yearly some are falling of the few ; 

But when we conquer life's meridian stage» 

And downward tend into the vale of age. 

They drop apace : by Nature some decay. 

And some the blasts of Fortune sweep away; 5^ 

Till nailed quite of happiness, aloud 

Ve call for death, and shelter in a shroud. 

Where 's Ponia now ? — But Portia left behind 
Two lovely copies of her form and mind. 
What heart untouchM iheir early grief can view. 
Like blushing rose-buds dipp'd in morning dew ? 
Who into shtlter takes their tender bloom. 
And forms their minds to fly from ills to come ? 
The mind, when turn'd adrift, no rules to guide. 
Drives at the mercy of the wind and tide; 5^0 

Fancy and passion toss it to and fro, 
A while tcrment, and then quite sink in woe. 
Ye beauteous Orphans! since in silent dust 
Your best example iies» my precepts trust. 
Life $warms with ills; the boldest are afraid; 
Where then is safety for a tender maid ? 
Unfit for conflict, round beset with woes, 
And man, whum least she fears, her worst of foes! 
iiWhen kind, most cruel; when oblig'd the ii^ost^ 
The least obliging ; and by favour lost : 550 
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Cruel by nature^ they for kindness hate. 

And scorn you for those ills themselves cveate* 

If on your fame our sex a blot has thrown 

*Twill ever stick thro' malice of your own. 

Most hard ! in pleasing your chief glory lies. 

And yet from pleasing your chief dangers rise : 

Then please the best ; and know, for men of sense 

Your strongest charms are native innorence. 

Arts on the mind, like paint upon the face, ^ 

Fright him that 's worth your love from your embnud. 

In simple manners all the secret iies; 561 

Be kind and virtuous, you Ml be bless*d and wise. 

Vain shew and noise intoxicate the brain, • 

Begin with giddiness, and end in pain. 

Affect not empty fame and idle praise, 

Which all those wretches 1 ilescribe betray «• 

Your sex's glory 'tis to shine unknown ; 

Of all applause be fondest of your own. 

Beware the fevef of the mind; that thksC 

With which the afe is eminently cursM : ^ 

To drink of pleasure but inflames desire. 

And abstinence alone can quench the fiie ; 

Take pain from life^ and terrdr from the tomb. 

Give peace in band, and promise bliss to come. 

VdmellL M 
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SATIRE VI.. 

OH WOMtM* 

incTibed to the 
AI6HT BON. THE LADY ELIZABETH GERMAIK. 

tnteitlum tamen ectollit commoedia vocem HOit. 

I SOUGHT a iialroness, but tought in vain ; 
Apollo whispered in my car—" Germain."— 
I knov^ her not-*-'* Your reason 's somewhat odd ; 
" Who knows his patron now ?" reply 'd the god. 
" Men write to me, and to the world unknown, 
*' Then steal great names to shield them from the 
'* Detected worth, like beauty djsarray'd, [Towi^. 
'< To covert flies, of praise itself afraid. 
" Should she refuse to patronize your lays, 
*' In vengeance write a volume in her praise: lo 
'* Nor think it hard so great a length to run ; 
<' When such the theme, 'twill easily be done.'* 

Ye Fair I to draw your excellence at length. 
Exceeds the narrow bounds of h)iman strength : 
You here, in miniature, your picture see. 
Nor hope from Zincks more justice than from me: 
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My portraits grace your mind, as his your side ; 
His portraits wil[ inflame, mine quench, your pride; 
He *s dear, you frugal : ch»>se my cheaper lay. 
And be your reforroation all my pay. M 

Lavinia is polite, hut not profane^ 
To church as constant as to Drary-lane : 
She decently, in form, pays heav'n its due. 
And makes a civil visit to her pew. 
Her lifted fan, to give a solemn air» 
Conceals her face, which passes for a pniy'r : 
Curt'sies to curt'sies, then, with grace succeed; 
Not one the fair omits,>but at the Creed i 
Or if she joins Uie service, 'tis to speak; 
Thro' dreadful silence the pent heart might break; 30 
Untaught to bear it, women talk away 
To God himself, and fondly think they pray : 
But sweet their accent, and their air refin'd ; 
For they 're before their Maker— and mankind. 
When ladies once are proud of praying well, 
Satan himself will toll the parish bell. 

Acquainted with the world, and quite WelUbred, 
Drusa receives her visitants in tied; " 
But, chaste as ice, this Vesf'a^ to defy 
The very blackest tongue of calumny, 49 

When from the sheets her lovely form she lifts. 
She begs you just would turn you while she shifts. 

Those charms are greatest which decline the sight ; 
That makes the banquet poignant and polite* 

toung"} M ij 
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There is no woman where there 's no reserve; 
And 'tis on plenty your poor lovers starve. 

But with a modern fair meridian merit 
III a fierce thing they call a nymph of spirit. 
Mark well the rollings of her flaming eye. 
And tread on tiptoe if you dare draw nigh t 50 

" Or if you take a lion by the beard, * 
" Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian^pard^ 
'* Or arm*d rhinoceros, or rough Russian bear,*' 
First make your will, and then converse with her. 
This lady glor|es in profuse expense, • 
And thinks diRtra&tion is magoificencCi 
To beggar her gallani is some deligh^ 
To be more fatal still is exquisite. 
Had ever nymph such reason to be glad t 
In duel fell two lovers, one run madw • ^ 

Her foes their honest execrations ponr y 
Her loVers only should detest her more. 

Flavia is constant to. her old gallant. 
And g«n'rously supports him in bis Wai^l : 
But msntagv^^ leuer, is a snartj 
A hell no lady lo^psAlie'iaui bear. 
She *8 faithful^ she 's obscTMHl ; and with puina 
Her angel-brood of bastards she maintain*; 
Nor least advantage has the fair to pi? ad. 
But that of guilt, above iho marriage-bed, ^ 



«hMM^aAriM>^MaMriAaa«i^ 



^ ShakespearCi 



SuUVh lOVEOPrAMF. JJJ 

Amasia hates a pnide, and scorns restraint; 
Wbate'er she is, she '21 not appear a saint : 
Hei soufsuperior flies formality ; 
So gay her air, her conduct is so free, , 
Some might suspect the nymph not over good— 
Nor would they be mistaken if they should. 

Unmarry'd A bra puts on formal airs; 
Her cushion *8 threadbare with her constant pray'rs: 
Her only grief is that she cannot be 
At once engag'd in pray'r and charity. to 

And this, to do her justice, must be said, 
** Who would not think that Abra was a maid ?" 

Some ladies aie too beauteous to be wed. 
For where 's the man that 's worthy of their bed ? 
If no disease reduce her pride before, 
Lavinia will be ravish'd at threescore; 
Then she submits to venture in the dark. 
And nothing now is wanting— but her spark. 

Lucia thinks happiness consists in state; 
She weds an idiet ; but she eats in plate* ^ 

The goods of Fortune which her soul possess^ 
Are but the ground of unmade happiness ; 
The rude materiaT; wisdom add to this. 
Wisdom, the sole artificer of bliss; 
She from herself, if so compell'd by need. 
Of thin content can draw the subtle thread ; 
But (na detraction to her sacrtd skill) 
II she €»n work io gold His better still. 



If ThiilIU had been bTes$'d with half iMr sentt^ 
Kone could too ipuph admire her exceFleitce : io# 
But since she can make error shine so |if ight. 
She thinks it vulgar to defend the right. 
With understanding ^ht is invite o*«»ni4. 
And by too gr^at accomplishments undone : 
With skill she Vibrate$ her eternal lortgue^ 
For ever mo$t divinely in the wrong. 

Naked in nothing should a woman bft. 
But veil lier very wit with modesty : 
Let man discover, let rtot her display. 
But yield her charms of mind with sweet delay. I lo 

For pleasure form*d, pefv(ikvelyip|tie believe. 
To make themselves impot'tdnt, men must griev|L 
Lesbia the fair, to fire h%r jealous lord, 
Pretends the fop she laqghs at is adbr*d. 
In vain she 'i proud of secret Innocence; 
The fact she fei^ps were acarce a worse otfence. 

Mira, endow*d With ev*ry charm to bless, 
lias no design but on her husband's peace : 
He lov*d h^r much, and greatly was he mov'd 
At small inquietudes in her he lovM. %A 

•• How charming this ?»'— The pleasufe lisfM \otig 
Kow ev'ry day the fits come thick and strong; 
At last he found the charmer only feignM, 
And was diverted when he should be pained. 
What greater vbhg^ance have the gods in store! 
How tedious life i\ow ste cin plague no more? 
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She tries a thouttnd arts^ but none succeed ; 
She*8 forc'd a fever to procure indeed: 
Thu^ttrktly prov-d this virtuous, loTing wife. 
Her husband's pain was dearer than h?r life. f jo 

Anxious Melania rises to my view. 
Who never thinks her lover pays his due : 
Visit, present^ treat, 4>tter, and adore> 
Her majesty to-morrow calls for more. 
His wounded ears complaints eternal fill. 
As unoiPd hinges querulously shrill. 
" You went last night with Celia to the ball." 
You prove it false. " Kot go ! that's worst of all." 
Nothing can pifease her, nothing not inflame. 
Add arrant contradictions are the same i^o 

Her lover must be sad to please her spleen ; 
His mirth is an inexpiable sin ; 
For of all rivals that can pain her breast, 
There *s one that wounds far deeper than the rest; 
To wreck her quiet, the most dreadful shelf 
Is, if her lover dares enjoy himself. 

And thiSk because she *s exquisitely fair; 
Should I dispute her beauty, how she*d stare ? 
How would Melania be surpris'd to hear 
6he 's quite deform'd ? and yet the case is clear. 1 50 
What *s femkle beauty but an air divine. 
Thro' which the mine's all gentle graces shine ? 
They, like the sun, irradiate all between ; 
The body charms, because the soul is seen : 
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IJence men are often captives ,of a fao«. 
They know not why, of no peculiar grace. 
Some forms, thro' bright* no mortal man can bear; 
Some none resist, tho' not exceeding fair. 

Aspasia 's highly born, and nicely bred. 
Of taste refin'd, in life and manners read, 1 6^ 

Yet reaps no fruit from her superior sense^ 
But to be teas'd by her own excellence. 
*' Folks-are so awkward 1 things so unpolite 1" 
She's elegantly pain'd from morn tUl night. 
Her delicacy 's shock'd where'er she goes: . 
Each creature's imperfections are her woes. 
Heav*n by its fevour has the fair distressed. 
And pour'd such bIessings-*-that she cann't bebIe8S*dw 

Ah! why so vain, tho' blooming in thy spring. 
Thou shining, frail, ador'd, and wretched thing ? 170 
Old age will come; disease may come before; 
Fifteen is full as mortal as threescore. 
Thy fortune and thy charms may soon decay ; 
But grant these fugitives projong their stay. 
Their basis potters, their foundation shakes, 
Liffe that supports them in a moment breaks; 
Then wrought into the soul let virtue shine; 
The ground eternal, as the work divine. 

Julia's a manager, she's bom for rule. 
And knows her wiser husband is a fool.; ijo 

Assemblies holds, and spins the 'subtle thread 
That guides the lover to his fair one's bed ; 



For difficult amours can smooth the w«y« 

And tender letters dictate or.convey ; 

But if depriv'd of such important cares. 

Her wisdom condescends lo less affairs. 

For her own breakfast she 'II pcoject a scheme^ 

Nor take her tea without a stratagem ; 

Presides o'er trifles with a serious face. 

Important by the virtue- of grimmace. I9# 

Ladies supreme among amusements reign. 
By nature bom to sooth and emertain: 
Their prudence in a share of folly lies: 
Why will they bjt so weak as to be wise ? 

Syrena ift for ever in extri^mes. 
And #ith a vengeance she commend^ or blames; 
Conscious of her discernment, which is goodj. 
She strains too muc^ to make it understood. 
Her judgment j^sti^ her sentence is too strong ; 
Because she 's t^ht, she 's ever in the wrong. 20O 

BruQetta's wise in actions great and rarc^. 
But scorns or^ trifles to bestow h^r care^, 
Thus ey^ry hour Brunetta isto blame. 
Because th' loccasion is beneath her aim. 
Jhink nought a trifle, iho' it small appear; 
Small sands the mountain, moments make the year. 
And trifles life. • Your care to trifles give. 
Or you may dje before you truly live. 

Go brea|(fast with Alicia, there yoti'll see 
^mplcx munditm to the last degree : 210 
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UnlzcM her stays, her ntght>gown is nntyM, 

And what she has of head-dress is asiu'e: 

She drawls her words, and waddles in her pace, 

Unwash'd her hands, and much besnuff'd her face: 

A nail uncut^ and head uncornb'd, she love3» 

And would dr^w on jack>boots as soo'i as gloves; 

Gloves by Queen Bes8*s maidens might be misa'd. 

Her blessed eyes ne'er saw a female tist. 

Lovers! beware, to wound bow can she fail. 

With scarlet finger and long jetty niil i »i% 

For H— — y the first wit she cannot be, 

Nor, cruel R«— dl the first toast for thee. 

Since full each other station of renown^ 
Who would not be the greatest trapes in Town ? 
Women were made to give 4)ur eyes delight : 
A female sloven iftan odious sight. 
Fair Isabella is so fond of fame. 
That her dear self is her eternal theme r 
Thro* h'jpes of contradiction oft' she 'II say, 
" Methinks I look so wretchedly to-day I" 3jo 

When most the world applauds you, most beware 
* Tis ofien less a blessing than a snare. * 
Distrust mankind, with your heart confer. 
And dread ev*ii there to find a flatterer. 
The breath of other raises our renown ; 
Our own as surely blows the pageant down. 
Take up no more than you by worth can claim. 
Lest soon you prove a bankrupt in your fame. 



Mtt. il. X^Tt Of rAMf . »» 

But own I musty in this perverted age, 
AV ho most deserve cann't always most Engage. 240 
So far is worth from making glory sure« 
It often hinders what iishould procure. 
W horn praise we most ? the virtuous, brave, and wise ? 
No; wretches whom in secret we despise. 
And who so blind as not to see the cause ? , 

No rivals raised by such discreet applause^ 
And yet of credit it lays in a store. 
By which our spleen may wound true worth the more. 

Ladies there are who think one crime is all : 
Can women then fio way but backward fall ? 250 

So sweet is that one crime, they don't pursue. 
To pay its loss they think all others few. 
Who held that crime so dear must never claim 
Of injured modesty the sacred name. 

But Clio thus : " What! railing without end ? 
" Mean task ! how much more gen'rous to commend ? " 
Yes, to commend as you are wont to ^^ 
My kind instructor, and exacnple too. 
" Oaphnis," says Clio *' has a charming eye; 
** What pity *tis her shoulder is au-ry 1 ate 

" Aspasia's shape, indeed— but then her air — 
*' The man has parts who finds destruction there. 
** A1meria*s wit has something (hat 's divine, 
'* And wit's enongh— how few in all things shine? 
• *« Selina serves her friends, relieves the poor— • 
*' Who was it said Selina 's near threescore ? 



*< At Lucia*8 mateh I from my soul niolce ; 
•* The world congmtuUtes so wise a choice : 
" His lordship's rent-roJl is exceeding great-^ 
*' But mortgages will sap the best estate. 2711 

*' In Sherley's form might cherubints appear^ , 
*' But then— ^he has a iireckle on her ear." 
Without a but, Hortensta she commeiids. 
The first of women, and the best ot friends: 
Owns her in person, wit, fame, virtue, bright ; 
But how comes this to pass ?— she dy*d last night 

Thus nympiis commend, who yet at satire rail: 
Indeed that 's needless, if such praise prevail* 
And whence such praise ^ our virulence is thrown 
On others' fame, thro' fondness for our own. sto 

Of rank and riches proud* Cleora frowns. 
For are not coronets akin to crowns ? 
Her greedy eye, and her sublime address. 
The height of avarice and pride confess. 
You seek perfections worthy of her rank ;' 
Cro, seek for her perfections at the Bank. 
By wealth unquench'd, by reason uncontrotl'd^ 
^or ever burns her sacred thirst of gold : 
As fond of five-pence as the veriest i^t. 
And quite as much detested as a wri. 2f» 

Can gold calm passion, or make reason shine ? 
Can we dig peace or wisdom from the mine? 
Wisdom to gold prefer, for 'tis much less 
To make our fortune thaa our happliieiv. 
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That h^pinest which Ktett ooet often see. 

With rage.and wonder in a low iicgttt. 

Themselves uobleM *d. The poor are only poor; 

But what are they who droop amid their store? 

Nothing is meaner than a wretch of state. • 

The happy only are the truly great. jo* 

Peasants enjoy like. appetites with kings, 

Ajod those best satisfy 'd with cheapest things. 

Could bath our Indies buy but one new sense. 

Our envy would be due to large expense: 

Since not those pomps which ^o the great belong. 

Are but poor arts to itiark them from the throng. 

See how they beg an alms of Flattery : 

They laoguish! oh, support them with a lie! 

A decent competence we fully taste ; 

It strikes our sense, and gives a constant feast : 3 19 

More we perceive by dint of thought alone : 

The rich must labour to possess their own. 

To feel their great abundance, and request 

Their humble friends to help them 10 be blest; 

To see their treasures, hear their glory told. 

And aid the wretched impotence of gold. 

But some, great soulsl and touch'd with warmtbtft" 
Give gold a price, and teach its beams to shine, [vine. 
All hoarded treasures they repute a load. 
Nor think their wealth their own, till well bestow'd. 
Qrand reservoirs of public happiness, %% w 

Thro' secret streams diffusively they bltss. 
Volume J U. N 
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And, while their bounties ^lide, conceal 'd from view^ 

Relieve our wants, and spare our btusbes too. 

But Satire is my task> and these destroy 

Her gloomy province and m^gnant }oy. 

Help me, ye -Misers ! help fine to complain. 

And blast our common enemy, O— — — n : 

But our in\ectives must despair success. 

For next to praise she values nothing less. 330 

What picture 's yonder toosen'd from its i^ame ? 
Or is 't Asturiat that affected dame* 
The brightest forms, thro' affectation, fode 
To strange new things, which Nature never made. 
Frown not, ye Fair ! so much your sex we prise^ 
We hate those arts that take you from our eyes. 
In Albucinda*s native grace is seen 
What you, who labour at perfection, mean. 
Short is the rule, and to be learn*d with ease. 
Retain your gentle selves, and you must please. 340 
Here might I sing of Memroia's mincing mien^ 
And all the movements of the soft machine; 
How two red lips affected zephyrs blow. 
To cool the Bohea, and inflame the beau ; 
While one white finger and a thumb conspire 
To lift the cup, and make the world admire. 

Tea 1 how I tremble at thy fatal stream I 
As Lethe dreadful to the Love of Fame. 
What devastations on ihy banks are seen ! 
What shades of mighty names which once have been ^ 
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An hecatomb of i^baracter supplies m 

Thy painted mltard' daily sacrifice. 

H , P — *— , B — - — , aapers'd by thee, decay. 

As grains of finest sugars melt away. 
And recommend thee more to mortui taste :| 
Scandal 's the sweet\iet of a female feast. 

But this inhuman triumph shall decline. 
And thy revolting Naiads call fcr wine; 
Spirits no lohget shall serve under thee. 
But ireign in thy ourn cu|>, exploded teal 36A 

Citronia's nose declares thy ruin nigh. 
And who dares give Citronia's nose the lie? * 

The ladies long at men of drink exclaim'd. 
And what impair'd both health and virtue blam'd ; 
At length, to rescue man, the gen'rous lass 
Stole from her consort the pernicious glass. 
As glorious as the British (|ueen renown'd. 
Who suck'd the poison from her husband's wound. 

Nor to the glass alone are nymphs inclin'd^ 
But ev'ry bolder vice of bold mankind. 370 

O Juvenal 1 for thy severer rage ! 
To lash the ranker follies of our age. 

Are there, among the females of our isle. 
Such faults at which it is a fault to smile ? 
There are: Vice, once by modest Nature chained. 
And legal ties, expatiates uniestraiii'd; 

• Solem quis dicere falsum 

Aud'eat t Virg, 

X«ung»1 N ij 
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Without thin Decency held up to view^ 

Naked she stalks o'er lair and gospel too. 

Oor matrons lead such examplary lives, 

Men sigh in vain for none, but for their wives; jto 

Who marry td he free, to range the more. 

And wed one roan to wanton With a score. 

Abroad too kitid, at home 'tis stedla^t hate. 

And one eternal tempest of debate. 

What foul eruption^ from a lopk moat meek I 

>Vhat thunders bursting from a dimpted cheek I 

Their passions bear it wiih a lofty hand I 

But then their reason is at due cOmroanrfk 

Is there whoip you detest, and seek his li^ I 

Trust no soul with the sebretr-rbttt his wife. 39!) 

Wives wonder that tbf ir conduct I condemn^ 

And ask what kindred is a spouse to them? 

What swarms of amorous grandmothers I seel 
And misses, ancient in* iniquity 1 
What blasting whispers, and what loud declaiming! 
What lying, drinking, bawding, swearing, gaining! 
Friendship so cold, such warm incpniideiice. 
Such griping avVice, such profuse expense. 
Such dead devotion, such a zeal for crimes. 
Such license ill, such masquerading times, 409 

Sucii venal faith* such misapply 'd applause, 
Su^h flattered guilt, and such inverted laws^ 
Such dissolution ihro' the whole I find, 
^Xis not a worlds but chdos of mankind* 
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Since Sundays have no baUs, the welMresa'd belle 
Shines in the pew, but smiles to hear of hell. 
And casts an eye of sweet disdain on all 
Who listen less to C— ns than St. Paul. 
Atheists have been but rare : since Nature's birth. 
Till now, she- Atheists ne'er appear*d on earth. 410 
Ye men cf deep researches ! say, whence springs 
This daring charactjer in tim'rous things ? 
Who start at feathers, from an inscect fly, 
A match for nothing — but the Deity. 

But, not to wrong tlie fair, the Muse must own. 
In this pursuit they court not Fame alone. 
But join to that a more substantial view, 
** From thinking free, to be free agents too." 

They strive with their own hearts, and keep them 
In complaisance to all the fools in Town. [down, 
O how they tremble at the name of prude ! 421 

And die with shame at thought of being good I 
For what will Artimis, the rich and gay. 
What will the wits, that is, the coxcombs, say ? 
They Heav'n defy, to earth's vile dregs a slave. 
Thro' cowardice most execrably brave. 
With our own judgments durst we to comply. 
In virtue should we live, in glory die. 
Rise then, my Muse! in honest fury rise ; 
They dread a satire who defy the skies. 4^0 

Atheists are few : most nymphs a Godhead own, 
Afld nothing but his attributes dethrone. 

N iij 



From AtMfttft far, they stedfastly be)i€«e 

God is, and is ml mighty — to forgive. 

His other excelienpe they Ml not dispute ; 

But mercy, ture 19 his chief attribute. 

Shall pleasures of j| short duration cfaaiii 

A^Iady*8 soul in evf^rlasting pain ? 

Will the great Author us poor worms destmy. 

For now and th^n a sip of transteqt joy ? 440 

No, he's for ever in a smiling mood; 

He 's like themsetves^ or how cpuid he he good ? 

A nd (bey blaspheme who blac^cer schemes suppose—* 

Devoutly thus Jehovah they depose. 

The pure ! the just 1 ated set up; in his ttead, 

A deity that "s perfectly well-hred. 

'* Dear T — I— n ! be sine the best of men ; 
" Nor thought he more than thought great Origen. 
'* Tho' once upon a time he misbehav'd, 
" Poor Satan ! doubtless he Ml at length be sav'd. 450 
" Let priests do something for their one in ten ; 
" It is their trade ; so far they 're honest men. 
" Let them cant on, since they- have got the knack, 
" And dress their notions, litce themselves, in black; 
" Fright us with terrors of a world unknown, 
** From joys of this, to keep them all their own. 
" Of earth's fair fruits, indeed, they claim a fee; 
" But then they ieave our untith'-d virtue free.' 
*' Virtue 's« pretty thing to make a show; 
*' Did ever mortal write like Roehefocault ?** 460 
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Thus pleads Wm devil's fair ap^kjglit. 
And, pleallingi eafeiy enters cm liis list. 

Let angel^drms angelic truths r^mtain^ 
Nature disjains the beauteoot and pro^ne. 
For uliat *% Ime beauty hut U\t Virtue** face 9 
Virtue fnade visible in outward grace ? 
She, then that % haunted with an impious mind. 
Th^ mpre she charms, the ipore she shoeks mankind* 

But «li|irms dteliae : the fair long vigits keqi : 
They sleep np mote! Quadrille^ has murder'd Sleep. 
^' Poor K-r-pl cries Livia; I have not been there 471 
^^ T\tt3% tare nights; the poorf^reatu^ wilJ despair. 
-^ X hate a crowd-«-'bfUt to do good, you know->- 
** And people of coi^tion should bestow.'* 
Convinced, o'ercome, to Kr*— p's grave natrou'a ruQ, 
l^ow aet a daughter^ and now stake a son ; 
Let health, fame, temper, beauty, fortuiic fly, 
Andiie^ar h^tf their race— thro' charity. 

immortal were we> or else mortal quite» 
I less should blame this criminal delight ; 4)0 

But since the gay a;i<tembly's gayest room 
Is but an upper story to spnie tomb, 
Methlnks we need not our short beings shunj^ 
And, thought to fiy, contend to be undone. 
We need tool boy our rain with our crime. 
And give eievnity to murder tnne. 
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The love of gaining ia the worst of ilh; 
With ceaseless 8fa>rins the blacJcenM soul it fills; 
Inveighs at Heav'n, neglects the ties of blood. 
Destroys the poiv'r and will of doing good; 490 

Kills health) pawns honour, plunges in disgrace, 
Andj what is still more dreadful — spoils your face* 

See yonder set of thieves that live on spoil. 
The scandal and the ruin of our isle ! 
And see, (strange sight I) amid that rafiian band, 
A form divine high wave her snowy hand. 
That rattles loud a small enchanted box. 
Which, loud as thunder, on the board she knocks : ' 
And as fierce storms, which earth's foundation shook. 
From bolus's cave impetuous broke, 500 

From this small cavern a mix'd tempest flies. 
Fear, rage, convulsion, tears, oaths, blasphemies ! 
For men, I mean,—- -the £iir discharges none ; 
She (guiltless creature I) swears io Heav*n alone. 

See her eyes staft! cheeks glow! and muscles swell! 
Like the mad maid in the Cumean cell. 
Thus that divine one her soft nights employs! 
Thus tunes her soul to tender nuptial joys ! 
And when the cruel morning calls to bed. 
And on her pillow lays her aching head, 510 

With the dear images her dreams arecrown'd, 
The die spins lovely, or the cards go round ; 
Imaginary ruins charm her st ill : 
Her happy lord *s cuckolded by Spadil ; 
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And if she 'a brought to \it6, 'th ten M Me 
He marks the forehead of her darHng son* 

O scene of horror and of wild despair! 
Why is thf rich At rides' splendjd heir 
Constrain'd to quit his ancient )ordly seat. 
And hide his glories in a roean retreat ? fib 

Why that ^rawn sword ^ aAd whence that dismal cry f 
Why pale distraction thro* the family? 
See my lord threaten, and my lady weep. 
And trembling Sferraots from the tempest crd»p. 
Why that gay son to distant regions sent ? 
What fiends tbit daughter's destjn'd match prevent f 
Why thift whole house in sudden ruin laid i 
O nothing, but last night-— my lady pl^y'd. 

But wanders not my Satire from her theme ? 
Is this, too, owing to the Lovt of Fame ? ^ip 

Tbo* now your hearts on lucre are bestowed, 
*Twas first t tain devotion to the mc^dj^. 
>Jor cease we bear, since 'tis a vice so strongi 
The torrent sweeps ail womafibind along. 
This may be said, in honour of our times. 
That none now stand distinguish^ by their crimes. 

If sin you must, ta1<c Katur^ for your guide; 
liove has some soft excuse to sooth yonr pride. 
ye fair apostaiesfrom Love's ancient pow*r! 
Can nothing ravish but a golden shov'r I 54* 

pan cardv -alone your gipwing fancy seiEe ? 
If ust Cttikid learn lo pant eie ht cfto pfettse ? 
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When you're cnamour'dof a lift o^ cast. 
What can the preacher more to make us chaste ? 
Why must strong youths unmarry'd pine away; 
They find no woman disengag'd-— from play. 
Why pine the marry'd ? — O severer fate! 
They find from play no disengag'd— estate, 
Fiavia, at lovers false, untouched and hard^ 
Turns pale and trembles at a cruel card. 5S^ 

Nor A.rria'8 Bible can secure her age; 
Her threescore years are shuffling with her page. 
While Death stands by but till the game is done. 
To Skveep that stake, in justice long hisown : 
Like old cards ting*d with sulphur she takes fire. 
Or like snuffs sunk in sockets blazes higher. 
Ye Gods 1 with new delights inspire the fair. 
Or give us sons, and save us from despair. 

Sons, brothers, fethers, husbands, tradesmen, close 
In my complaint, and brand your sins in |>ro8e : 560 
Yet I believe as firmly as my creed. 
In spite of all our wisdom, you'll proceed. 
Our pride so great, our passion is so strong. 
Advice to right confirms us in the wrong. 
I hear you cry, " This fellow »s very odd.** 
When you chastise who would not kiss the rod ? 
But I 've a charm your anger shall control. 
And turn your eyes with coldness on the vole. 

The charm begins ! To yonder flood of light. 
That bursts o'ergioomy Britain, turu your sight. 57a 
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What guardian pow'r o'erwhelms your souls with 
Her deeds are precepts, her example law ; [|awe ? 

'Midst empires charms bow CaroKna's heart 
Glows with the love of virtue and of art ! 
Her favour is diffused to that degnee, 
Sxcess of goodness! it has dawnVl on m«» 
When in my page, to balance num'rous faults. 
Or godlike deeds were shown, or gen'roua thoughts^ 
She smii'd, industrious to be pleas'd, nor kn^w 
From whom my pen the borrow*d lustre drew. 58Q 

Thus the majestic mother of mankind^ * 
To her own charms most simiabl]^ blind. 
On the green margin innocently stood. 
And gaz'd indulgent on the crystal flo^d; 
Survey'd the stranger in the painted wave. 
And, smiling, prais'd the beauties which she gave. 



* Milton. 
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On thia last labour, thU my closing strain. 
Smile Walpolel or the Nine iasirire in vain : 
To thee 'tis due ; that verse how justly thine, 
Whete Brunswick's glory ciowns the whole design f 
That glory which thy counseb make so bright; 
That glory which on thee reflects a light. 
Illustrious cominerce, and but rarely known! 
To give and take a lustre from the thron?. 

Vor tbink*ihat thou art foreign to my theme; . 
The fountain is not foreign to the stream. lo 

How all mankind will be surprised to see 
This flood of British folly chaig'd on thee I 
Say, Britain 1 whence this caprice of thy sons. 
Which thro* their various ranks with fury runs ? 
The cause is plain, a cause which we must bles^. 
For Caprice is the daughter of Success, 
(A bad effect but from a pleasing cause !) 
And gives our rulers undesigned applause. 
Tells how their conduct bids our wealth increase. 
And lulls us in the downy lap of Peace. m 



While I minrfy the hlessifig« of ouv isle» 
Her arts triumphant in the royal smile. 
Her public wounds bound up^ her credit high. 
Her comaicffce spreading sails in ev'ry sky. 
The pleasing scene recalls my theme ^en. 
And shews Ihe niadn^s of ambitious men. 
Who, fond of bloodshed, draw the murd'ring swofd^. 
And burn to give mankind a single lord. 

The fol I ies i^t are of a private kind ; 
Their sphere is smalli their mischief is confin'd; $9 - 
But daring men there are (awake my Musei 
And raise ihy verse ! ) who bolder frenxy chusc^ . 
Who, stung by glorv, rave, and bound away^ 
The world their field, and humankind their prey. 

The Grecian chief, th' enthusiast of his pride. 
With Bage and Terror stalking by his side. 
Raves round the globe ; he soars into a god I 
Stand fast, Olympjis 1 and sustain his nod. 
The pest divine in horrid grandeur reigns. 
And thrives on mankind's miseyies and pains. 49 

What slaoghter'd hostsl what cities in a blaze! 
What wasted countries 1 and what crimson seas ! 
With orphans' teais his impious bowl o'erflows^ 
And cries of kingdoms lull him to repose. 

And cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraise 
The boist'roas boy, and blast his guilty bays ? 
Why want we then encomiums on the storm, 
Or famine or volcano? they perform 

Volume 11 !, O 
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Their mighty deeds J they, hero-like, can *Hiy> 

And spread their ample deserts in a day. 56 

O great alliance ! O divine renown I 

With dearth and pestilence to share the crovm. 

When men extol a wild destroy ec's name. 

Earth's Builder and Preserver they Maspbemi). 

One to destroy is murder by the law. 
And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe; 
To murder thousands takes a spacious name. 
War's glorious ar^, and gives immortal fame. 

When after battle I the field have seen 
Spread o*er with ghastly shapes which once were mem 
A nation cYush'd^ a nation of the brave 1 it 

A realm of death ! and on this side the gravel 
Are there, said I, who from this sad survey. 
This human chaos, carry smiles away ? 
flow did my heart with indignation rise! 
How honest Nature swell'd into my eyesl 
. How was I shock'd to think the hero's trade 
pf such materials, fame and triumph made! 
How guilty the.^e T' yet not less guilty they 
V/ho reach false glory by a smoother way ; 7q 

Who wrap destruction up in gentle words. 
And bows and smiles, more fatal than their swords; 
Who stifle nature, and subsiston art ; 
Who coin the face, and petrify the heart; 
AH real kindness for the she\%' discard, 
A 9 maible polish'd,- and as marble hard ; 



Who do for gold what ChristiaDs do thro'gracife^ 
*' With open arms their enemies embrace ;" ; 

Who give a nod when broken hearts repine, 
«* The thinnest food on which a wretch can dine:" to 
Or if they serve you, serve you disinclin'd. 
And in theic heigjht of kindness are unkind. 
Such courtiers w^re, and such again may bfi^ 
Walpoie ! when mefi forget to copy thee. v 

Here cease, my Mjuse I the catalogue is wril« 
Nor one^more candidate foi[ famje admit, 
Tho' <{isappointed thousands ju&tly blavie 
Thy partial pen, and boast an equal claim: 
Be this their comfort, fools, omitted here. 
May furnish laughter for anpther year. 90 

Then let Crispino, who was ne'er refus'd 
Jhe justice yet of being well abus'd. 
With |>atience wait, and be content to reiga ' 
The pink of puppies insom^ future strain. 

Some futute strain, in whicH the Muse shall tell 
How science dwindles, and how volumes swell* 

How commentators each dark passage shun, 
And hoid-their ^rihiog candle to the sun. 

How tortur'd texts to speak our sense are made. 
And eVry vice is to the Scripture bid. 100 

How misers squeeae a young voluptuous peer. 
His sins to Lucifer not half so dear. 
^ How verses is less qualily 'd to steal 
With sword and pistol, than with wax and seal. 



Htmlawyen* fees to such excess are run. 

That clients are redress'd till they 're undone- 
How one tnan*s anguish is another's sport. 

And ey*n denials cost us dear at court. 
How man eiernally false judgments makes. 

And all his joys and sorrows are mistakes. tto 

This swarm of themes that settles on my pen. 

Which I, like summer flies, shake offagen, ^ 

Let otiiers sing; to whom my iJir^Sk essay 

But sounds a prefude, and points out their pity ; 

That duty done, ' I hasten to complete 

My own design^ fbr Tonson's at the gate. - 

The love of fimw in its effects sitrvey 'd, 
'The Muse has sung, he now the catise dfsrpfay'd : 

Since so dilAisive, and so wide it« sway. 

What is this pow'r wliom all mankind obey ? iao 
Shot firtbni above, by Heave's indulgence, c$me 

This gen*rotts ardour, this linconqaer'd tame. 

To warm, to raise, to deffy mankind. 

Still burning brightest in the noblest mind. 

Py large-souVd men, for thirst of fame renown'd. 

Wise laws were framed, and sacred atts were ibund; 

Pesire of praise tet broke the patriot's rest, 
* And made a bulwark of the warrior's breast; ' 

|t bids Argyle in fields and senates shinet 

What more can pro\'e its prigin divine ? i jo 

But, oh! this passion planted in the^oul. 

On eagle'« wings to mottnt ber to the pple^ 
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The flaminjf minister of virtue meant. 

Set np false gods, and wrong*d her high descent. 

Ambition, hence, exerts a deubtful force. 
Of blots and beauties an alternate source; 
Hence Gildon raib, that raven of the pit. 
Who thrives upon the carcases of Wit» 
And in art« loving Scarborrougb is seen 
How kind a pattern Pollio might have been. 140 

Pursuit of fame with pedants li^ls our schools. 
And into coxcombs burnishes our fiools. 
Pursuit of fame makes soN learning bright. 
And Newton Hfts above a mortal heigfit ; 
That key of Nature, by whdse wit she clears 
Her long^ long secrets of five thousand years. 

Would you then fully comprehend the whole. 
Why, and in what degrees. Pride sways the soul 7 
(For tho' in all, not equally, she reigns) 
Awake to knowledge, and at tend my strains. 1 50 

Ye Doctors! hear the doctrine I disclose. 
As true as if 'twere writ in dullest prose; 
As if a letter'd dunce had said, " 'Tis right," 
And imprimatur usher'd it to light. 

Ambition, in the truly noble mind. 
With sister Virtue is for ever join 'd ; , 

As in fam'd Lucrece, who, with equal dread. 
From guilt ^nd shame by her last conduct iled: 
Her virtue long rebeil'd in firm disdain. 
And the swor4 pointed at her heart in vain ; ifii| 

QiU 



But whep tte skivfc was threaten'd to be laid 
P«ad Iry her side, her Love of Fame obey'd. 

In meaner mindd Ambition stoikh alone^ 
But with such art puts Viftvte*<i aspect on. 
That not more Jtfce in feature and in mien. 
The god * and mortal in the comic scene. 
False Julius, ambusli'd in this fair disf uise» 
Soon mad« the Roaimi liberties hi9 prize. 

No ma»k in basest minds Ambition wears. 
But in full light pricl^s up her as%'s eara; 170 

All I have sung are instances of this. 
And prove my theme unfolded not amiss. 

Ye Vaial desist frcrm your erroneous strife; 
Be wise, and quit the false sublime of life. 
The troe ambition there alooe resides, 
W here jfistice vindicates^ and wisdom guides ; 
Where inward djgniiy joins outward st^te. 
Our purpose good, as our achievement great; 
Where public blessings public praise attend | 
Where glory i« our motive, not our eT\6, j9» 

Wouldst thou be fam'd i* have those high deeds in view; 
Brave men would a(:r, iho' scandal should ensue. 

Behold a prince! whom no stvolnthooghts inflame. 
No pride of thrones, no i^v«er «fter fain^ ; 
£ut when the welfare of mankind inspires. 
And death in view to dear-bought glory fires. 
Proud conquests then, then regal pomps delight; 
rhen crowns, then triumphs, sparkJe in his siaht ; 

• Ampiiitr>un. 



Tumult end noise aie dear, which with them bring 

Hi6 peopIe^s blessings to thf ir ardent kittg'; ifo 

But when ttifose great heroic motives cease. 

His swelling soul subsides to native peace ; 

From tedtous Grandeur's faded charms withdraws, 

A sudden foe to splendour and applause ; 

Greatly deferring his arrears of fame. 

Till men and angels jointly shout hi? name. 

O pride celestial I which can pride disdain ; 

O bicss'd ambition i which can ne*er be vain. 

From one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the sky. 
In whose dttep wornb unfathom'd waters lie, i o 

Here burst the Rhone and sounding Po, there shine. 
In infant riils, the Danube and the Khine; 
From the rich store one fruitful u:n supplies. 
Whole Lingdoms smile, a thousand harvests rise. 

In Brunswick such a source the Muse adores. 
Which public blessings thro' half Europe pours. 
When hrs heart burns with such a godlike aim, 
AngeU and George are rivals for iht: ('.•me; 
Ceor;;e! whq in foes can soft uj^ections raise. 
And charm envenotn'd satire iu\o praise, no 

N'or human rage dlone his puw*r i)ervcives. 
But the mad winds, and the tumultuous waves.* 
£v'n siorm> ( Death '.-> fiercest minUters!) forbear. 
And in their own wiW empire learn to spare. 



* The King iu danger by sea. 
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Thus N^ature's self, supporting man's decree. 
Styles Britain's 8QV'reij;n Sov'reign of the sea. 

While sea and air, great Brunswick 1 shook our state* 
And spoited with a king's and kingdom's fate, 
IDepriv'd of What she iov'd, and press'd with fear 
Of ever losing what she held most dear, aao 

How did Britannia, like Achilles,* weep, 
And tell her sorrows to the kindred deep ? 
Hang o'er the floods, and, in devotion warm. 
Strive for thte with the surge, and fight the storm ! 

What felt thy Walpole, pilot of the realm ? 
Our Palinurusf slept not at the helm ; 
His eye ne'er clos'd, long ^ince inur'd to wake, 
And outwatch'd ev'ry star, for Brunswick's sake : 
By thwarting passions toss'd, by cares oppress'd. 
He found the tempest pictur'd in his brea:st : itjp 

But now, what joys that gloom of heart dispel, 
Ko povv'rs of language — but his own, can tell ; 
His own, which Nature and the Graces form. 
At will to raise or hush the Civil storm. 

- ■ - ' - II - I 

• Horn II. hb. i. 

t Ecce Deus ramiim Lethaeo rore madentem^ &c« 
Virg. lib. V* 
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T0T1IJE DNiTCRSAi. PASSiONt 
• ATIRB If . 

«>->»Gf»er applaatt U B — • ■■ < v "' ^ *'•] Blackmore 
(Sir Richard.) 

"'^Ci^rebmM Scfiptvrt for the Ciatiics i^uit i^-^Politf 
apostates ffjm God** grite* tovtti.'} N. A Virgil, Ud- 
race^ Terence, Cattullus, Tibuilus, Propertius, Mani- 
Mus, Lucretius, Longinus, Ciceroni* opera, Caesaris 
Comment. Homer, Ac. were published by Bishop Hare^ 
Dr. Bemly, Dr. Dav4«, Dr. Clttrke, Dr. Peaite, fte. 

S e*s humour,'] Steele (Sir Richard.) 

P'-'-y** Aoquaift. 3 Pulteney < W illiam, Esq. ) 

I/athutiiU T bad dn>p*dhuifuUl, &c.] Dr. Trapp, 

when Professor of Poetry in the University of Oxforri, 
wrote f^r^Uctiones Pttticg', Poetical Lectures, which 
were ^senredly esteemed; but upon bis bJatik vser&e 
version of Virgil, ▼4il. L Dr. Evans of St. J«ha>fol- 
l^ge, OxoD, sent the foliowtng distich: 

IXtai tbt CiHomandmenU, Trapp, toatulaU n0furlbtr;-T: 
Fo>^ titer* *lh written, Tbfutbalt 4 J jutmurdrr, ." 

A is deposed, tmd 3 u'kb pomp fftfior^d^} This atliKf^s 
to Mr. Theobald's publication of a book, entitled, 
Shakespeare Restored, in opposition to Mr. Pope'^ 
edition of that author. 
C — dasbe'Uoutda,] Chandos (Duke of.) 

— /* — / ion, tby tatig it net so trui, Burlington 

(Earl of.) 
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Net F'^'t'-'-n*! self more Parian charms has iii(wn,— 
Nor is flood P'—b — te more in love tuitb stone.'} Sir An- 
drew Fountaine, and the late Earl of Pembroke, both 
great admirers of antique statues. 

Put of at night vntb Lady B—^s hair.'} The venerable 
gray -headed Countess of Bristol. 

Fewer grave lords to S-^-^^pv discfeetfy hend.^ Mr. 
Scroope, a great money-lender. 

SATlHEIf. 

Paul Diack, who gave name to a tulip, was ah ho- 
seat, toping, old citizen of LondoPj and a great stoci^ 
jobber. 

».*r— — n tum*d vpbclsterer, &C,'} Tonson (Jacob) 
fitted up many libraries of gilt books for somb-sea 
coxcombs, 1720. - 

•—Leaves to 0———.] Orrery (Charles of) 

D .] Dorset (Earl of), the poet's patron. 

Miss D"^"- tottering,^ Miss Duncoolb. 

, tbi Slagerile,'} Aristotle. 

Henck D-» — —, that opetmest of heart,"] Dodington. 

^/— . — pt in wit, in breeding 'D-'-I — w.] Stanhope^ 
Earl of Chesterfield. — Deloraine (Lord.)- 

8AT1RC III. 
,.-ff.^ — ^*eeyes unmercifully kien.] Lady Hervey. 
Well, if— — r, dost thou thy master seroe.2 Hetddeggery 
director of the masquerades. 
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. if^i/c c— — n^nss &C.3 Anthony Collins, Esq. 
founder of the seat of Freethinkers. 

C'—*f who maits to mtriy with lb* Cned.^ The sifme 

A- CoIKns. 

\Atb'^'^t it tifiol, and F « sagt —5 iy will 

/right you, E fngage,^ Dr. Arbttthnot, Daniel de 

Foe, Sir Charles Sedley. 

S f V the wont offrunis.'] Sussex. 

Q .y ufair,'] Duchess of Queensbcrry. 

^.. the foremott toyman of his timt.'} Sloan (Sir 

Hans,) alluding to his Museum. 

Uttkappy J — -y.'} Lady Jersey. 

^ It ibines in council, M -•?/ ht tbo fight i'^- 

p /....m*x magnificent^ but J-—— can writ* "• Boyle 

(Charles;| Earl of Orrery. Mordaunt (Charles) Earl 
of Peterborough. Pelham, Duke of Newcastle. John 
DenniSi 

Will H / pttrdon, if I dor* commend\ r-/f- 1, 

with zial, a palron, and a friend t — A k true wit 

is studious to restore :'•" And D^'^-t smiles ^ if Pbahus 
smii*d befre — /'— *— il*, in years,- the long Uv'd arU ad" 
m res,— -And Henriet^l^ like a Muse inspirfs.2 Hdrrourt 
(Lord Chancellor.) Argyle (Dukeof.) Dorset (Duke 
of) Thomas Pembroke (late Earl of) Lady Henri- 
etta-Cavendish^Holles Harlfsy. ^iiaracter of Augustus, 
in the conclusion, applied to his late Majesty (Ged.L) 
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SATIBS V. 

Fouhert h0t tl^t /mnhg cf tbtfair.1 ^faJQ^VouHHtt,'^ 
riding-master. 

SirH—^s.^ Sir Haos Sk>aii»» M. D. 

7'ib/ /aiV pbihsepber to KoxuUy jiw.] The late Mr. 
]lowIey,aneminMit matharfiafical iDStniment maker, 
under St. Dunstan's church in Fleet^sureet* 

Lady /)-..• J Dash wood or Dysart. 

SATItKVf. 

Mneh,^ The greatest maater io narauititrf^ and ens- 
mel painting in Europe. 

H — y the firttwt.2 Lord Harvey. 

CraW /i—*~-J,] Duke of Richmond. 

G^— ff] Lady Betty Germain. 

H , P , h — -2 Her\'ey, Pearce, Blount, 

(Ladiel) 

C X.] Collins (Anthony, Eaq.) 

T — / — 11.3 Archbishop 1 illotson's and Dt. Buniet's 
doctrine of the non-eternity of helJ torments. 

K — ip ] Mrs Kemp, keeper of an assen^.blee. 

Carolina's heart, &c 2 Acknowledgment of ttie late 
Queen's £iyours to the Author. . 
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EPISTLE I. 

AVhilst you at Twickenham plan the future wood^ 

Or turn the volumes of the wise and good. 

Our senate meets ; at parties parties bawl« 

And pamphlets stun the streets and load the stall : 

So rushing tides bring things obscene to light. 

Foul wrecks emerge, and dead dogs swim in sight ; 

The Civil torrent foams, the tumult reigns. 

And Codrus' prose works up, and Lico's strains* 

Lol what from cellars rise, what rush from high, 

Where Speculation roosted near the sky ; lo 

Letters, essays, sock, buskin, satire, song. 

And all the garret thunders on the throng i 

O Popel I burst ; nor can nor will refrain} 

I Ml write, let others in their turn complain. 

Truce, truce, ye Vandals ! my tormented eaf 

L>ess dreads a pillory than pamphleteer : 
yUumiUW P 
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I *vt heard myself to death; and» plagu*d each hour^ 
Sha'n't I return the vengeance in my pow'r? 
For who can write the true absurd like me ? — 
Thy pardon, Godrasl who, I mean, but thee ? 20 

Pope ! if like mine or Codrus* were thy style. 
The blood of vipers had not stain'd thy file; 
Merit less solid less despite had bred ; 
They had not bit, and then they had not bled. 
Tame is a public mistress none enjoys. 
But, more or less, his rival's peace destroys; 
With fame, in just {proportions envy grows-; 
The man that makes a character makes foes: 
Slight peevish insects round a genius rise. 
As a bright day awakes the world of flies ; 30 

With hearty malice, but with feeble wing, 
(To shew they live) they flutter, and they sting; 
But as by depredations wasps proclaim 
The fairest fruit, so these the fairest fame. 

Shall we not censure all the motely train. 
Whether with ale irriguous or champaign ? 
Whether they tread the vale of prose, or climb. 
And whet their appetites on cliffs of rhyme ; 
The college sloven, or embroider'd spark; 
The purple prelate, or tlie parish-clerk ; 49 

The quiet quidnunck, or demanding prig; 
The plaintiff Tory, or defendant Whig ; 
Rich, poor, male, femiile, young, old, gay, or sad; 
Whether extremely witty, or quite mad: 
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Profoundly dull^ or shal lowly polite ; 
Men that read well^ or men that only write : 
Whether peers, porters, tailors, tune the reeds. 
And measuring words to measuring shapes succeeds; 
For bankrupts write when ruin'd shops are shut. 
As maggots crawl from out a perish'd nut: 50 

His hammer this, and that his trowel quits. 
And, wanting sense for tradesmen, serve for wit^* 
By thriving men subsists each other trade ; 
Of ev'ry broken craft a writer's made: 
Thus his material, paper, takes its birth 
From tatter*d rags of all the stuff on earth. 

Hail, fruitful isle ! to thee alone belong 
Millions of wits, and brokers in old song ; 
Thee well a Land of liberty we name. 
Where all. are free to scandal and to shame ; ^o 

Thy sons, by print, may set their hearts at ease. 
And be mankind's contempt whene'er they please; 
Like trodden filth, their vile and abject sense 
Is unperceiv'd, but when it gives offence : 
Their heavy prose our injur'd reason tires; 
Their verse immoral kindles loose desire: 
Our age they puzzle, and corrupt our prime. 
Our sport and pity, punishment and crime. 

What glorious motives urge our author^ «a 
Thus to undo, and thus to be undone ? )• 

One loses -bis estate, and down he sits, 
Tq shew (in vain) he still retains his witi; 

Touttg.j P U 



|6S KFISTLES. 

Another marries, and his dear prores keen? 
He writes, as an hypnotic for the spleen : 
•Some write, confin*d by physic ; some by debt; 
Some for 'tis Sunday ; some because ^is wet: 
Thro* private pique some do the public right. 
And love their king and country out of spightr 
Anotheir writes because his father writ. 
And proves himself a bastard by his wit. io 

Has Lico teaming, humour thought profound ? 
K Aher : why write then ? he wants twenty pound : 
His belly, not his brains, this Impulse give ; 
He 'II grow immortai, for he cannot live : 
He rubs bis awful front, and takes his ream. 
With no provision made, but of his theme : 
Perhaps a title has his fancy smit. 
Or a quaint motto, which he thinks has wit : 
He writes, in inspiration puts his trust, 
Tho*'wronghis thoughts, thegods will ntake them just: 
Genius directly from the gods descends, 91 

And who by labour would distrust his friends? 
Thus having reason*d with consummate skill. 
In immortality he dips his quill ; 
And, since blank paper is deny*d the press, . 
He mingles the whole alphabet by guess ; 
In varioui sets, with various words compose. 
Of which he hopes mankind the meaning knowiu 

So sounds spontaneous from the Sybil broke. 
Park to htntk fl^e wonden lyhicb she spokf j^ i po 
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Thtt priests fauird out the meaning if they cou'd. 
And nations star*d at what none understood* 

Clodio dress'd, danc'd, drank, visited^ (the whole 
And great concern of an immortal soul 1) 
Oft' have I said, *' Awake ! exist 1 and strive 
" For birth ! nor think to loiter is to livel" 
And oft' I overheard the daemon say. 
Who daily met the loit'rer in his way, Tp^^^ 

" I'll meet thee. Youth! at White'a.'! The youth f««^ 
" I'll meet thee there," and falls bis sacrifice : lit 
His fortune squander'dy leaves his virtue bar* 
To ev'ry bribe, and blind to ev'ry snare* 
Clodio for bread his indolence must quit« 
Or turn a soldier, or commence a wit. 
Such heroes have we ! ail but life they stake; 
How must Spain tremble, and the German shake? 
Such writers have we t all but sense they print) 
£v'n George's praise is dated froha the Mint. 
In arms contemptible, in arts profane. 
Such swords, such pens, disgrace a monarch's reign* 
Reform your lives before you thus aspire, tu 

And steal (for you can steal) celestial fire. 

the just contrast! O the beauteous strife I 
*Twizt their cool writings and Pindaric life: 

They write with phlegm, but then they live with fire; 
They cheat the lender, and their works the buyer, 

1 reverence misfortune, not deride; 
I pity poverty, but Uugh at pride: . 

Piy 
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For who to sad but must some mirth tenfett 
At gay Castrucio's miscellaneous dress ? 1 30 

Tho' there 's but one of the dull works he wrote^ 
There's ten editions of his old lac'd coat. 

These, Nature's commoners, who want a home» 
Claim the wide world for their majestic dome; 
They make a private study of the street. 
And, looking full on ev'ry man they meet. 
Run souse against his chaps, who stands amaz'd 
To find they did not see, but only gaz'd. 
How must these bards be rapt into the skies ? 
You need not read, you feel their ecstasies. 140 

Will they persist ? 'tis madness. Lintot, run, 
$ee them confin*d.— •" 0> that 's already done." 
Mos^, as by leases^ by the works they print, 
HaVe took, for life, possession of the Mint. 
If you mistake, and pity these poor men, 
£tl Utttbrit, they cry, and write agen. 

Such wits their nuisance manfully expose, 
And then pronounce just judges learning's foes, 
O frail conclusion ! the reverse is true; 
If foes to learning, they 'd be friends to you : 150 

Treat them, ye Judges 1 lyith an honest scorn. 
And weed the cockle from the gen'rous corn : 
There *s true good nature in your disrespect ; 
Injustice to the good, the bad neglect : 
For i mmortal ity if hardships plead. 
It is not theirs who write, but ours who read. 
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But, O I what wkdom can convince i foot 
But that *tis dulness to conceive him dull i 
*Tn sad experience takes the censor^s part. 
Conviction, not from reason, but from smart, t6o 

A virgin author, recent from the press. 
The sheets yet wet, applauds his great success ; 
Surveys them, reads them, takes their charms to bed. 
Those in his hand, and glory in his head; 
•Tis joy too great ; a fever of delight I 
His heart beats thick, nor close bis eyes all night; 
But rising the next morn to clasp his fame. 
He finds that without sleeping he could dream* 
S6 sparks, they say, take goddesses to bed. 
And find next day the devil in their stead. 170 

In vain advertisements the Town o'erspread ; 
They 're epitaphs, and say the work is dead. 
Who press for fame but small recruits will raise; 
'Tis volunteers alone <!an give^thebays. 

A famous author visits a great man. 
Of his immortal work displays the plan. 
And says, " Sir, I 'm your friend; all fear dismiss; 
*' Your glory and my own shall live by this; 
*' Yourpow'r is fix'd, your fame thro* time convey 'd, 
** And Britain Europe's queen — If I am paid.'* iKo 
A statesman has his answer in a trice; 
*' Sir, such a genius is beyond all price; 
" What man can pay for this?" — Away he turns^ 
His work is folded^ and his bosom burns : 



171 EPISTLES. 

His patron he will patronize no more* 

But rushes like a tempest out of door. 

Lost is the patriot, and extinct his name ! 

Out comes the pi^ce, another^ and the same ; 

For A, his magic pen evokes an O, 

And turns the tide of Europe on the foe : 190 

He rams his quill with scandal and with scofT, 

But 'tis so very foul it won't go off: 

Dreadful his thunders, while unprinted rozt. 

But when once publish'd they are heard no more. 

Thus distant bugbears fright, but nearer draw. 

The block *s a block, and turns to mirth your awe. 

Can these oblige whose heads and hearts are such! 
Ko; ev'ry party 's tainted by their touch. 
Infected persons fly each public place^ 
And none, or enemies alone embrace t 200 

To the foul fiend their ev'ry passion 's sold ; 
They love and hate, exUmpore, for gold. 
What image of their fury can we form ? 
Bulness and rage, a puddle in d storm. 
Rest they in peace? If you are pleas'd to buy. 
To swell your sails, like Lapland winds they fly; 
Write they with rage ? the tempest quickly flags; 
A state Ulysses tames *em with his bags : 
Let him be what he will, Turk, Pagan, Jew^ 
For Christian ministers of state are few. sio 

Behind the curtain lurks the fountain-head 
That pours his politics thro' pipes of Iead« 
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Which far and near ejaculate and spout, 
O^er tea and coffee, poison to the rout ; 
But when they have bespatter'd all they may^ 
The statesmati throws his filthy squirts away I 

With golden forceps these another takes. 
And state-elixirs of the vipers makes. 

The richest statesman wants wherewith to pay 
A service sycophant, if weU they weigh, t%p 

How much it costs the wretch to be so base: 
Kor can the greatest pow'rs enough disgrace. 
Enough chastise, such prostitute applause. 
If welt they weigh how much it stains their cause* 

But are our writers ever in the wrong ? 
Does virtue ne'er seduce the venal tongue 7 
Yes; if well-brib'd, for virtue«delf they fight, 
Still.in the wrong, tho' champions for the right: 
Whoe'er their crimes for int'rest only quit, 
Sin on in virtue, and good deeds commit*. 331a 

Nought but inconstancy Britannia meets. 
And broken faith in their abandoned sheets. 
From the same hand how various is t^e page? 
What Civil war their brother pamphlets wage f- 
Tracts, battle tracts, self-contradictions glare; 
Say, is this lunacy— ^I wish it were. 
If such our writers, startled at the sight. 
Felons may bless their stars they cannot writei 

How justly Proteus' transmigrations fit 
Tbf monst rous changes of a modern wit ( 140 
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Kow such a gentle stream of eloquence, • 
As seldom rises to the verge of sense; 
Now, by mad rage, transform^ into a iflame. 
Which yet fit engines, well apply 'd, can tame; 
Now, on immodest trash, the swine obscene 
Invites the Town to sup at Drury-lane ; 
A dreadful lion, now he roars at pow'r. 
Which sends him to his. brQtbers at the Tow'r; 
He *s now a serpe;it, and his double tongue. 
Salutes, nay iicks, the feet of those he stung. 250 

What notecan bind him, his evasion such? 
One knot he well deserves which might do much. 
. The flood, flame, swiue, the lion, and the snake. 
Those flvefold monsters modern authors make. 
The snake reigns most ; snakes, Pliny says, are bred 
When the brain 's perish'd in a human h^ad. 
Ye grov'iling, trodden, wbipt, stript, turncoat things^ 
Made up of venom, volumes, stains, and stings ! 
Thrown from the tree of Knowledge, like you, curs'd 
To scribble in the dust, was snake the first. 269 

What if the figure should in fact prove true? 
It did in Elk^nah, why not in you ? 
Poor Elkenah, all other changes past. 
For bread in Smithfi^id diagons hiss'd at last. 
Spit streams of fire- to make the butchers gape. 
And found his manners suited to his shape. 
Such is the fate of talents misapply 'd ; 
80 liv'd your prototype, and So he d/U 
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Th' abandon'd manners of our writing train 
May tempt mankind to think religion vain ; 270 

But in their fate, their habit^ and their mien« 
That gods there are is eminently seen : 
Heav'n stands absolv'd by vengeance on their pen. 
And marks the murderers of fame from men: 
Thro' meager jaws they draw their venal breath. 
As ghastly as their brothers in Macbeth : 
Their feet thro* faithless leather meet the dirt. 
And oft'ner chang'd their principles than shirt : 
The transient vestments of these frugal men 
Hasten tb paper for our mirth agen : 280 

Too soon (O merry melancholy fate!) 
They beg in rhyme, and warble ihro* a grate: 
The man lampoon'd forgeis it at the sight; 
The fiiend thro* pity gives, the foe thro' spight; 
And tho' full conscious of his injur'd purse, 
Lintot relents, nor Curll can wish them worse* 
So fare the men who writers dare commence 
Without,their patent, probity, and sense. 

From these their politics our quidnuncks seek. 
And Saturday 's the learning of the week : 2(,o 

These lab'ring wits, like paviers, mend our ways. 
With heavy, huge, repeated, flat, essays ; 
Ham their coarse nonsense down, (ho* ne*^ei so du!7. 
And hem at ev*ry thump upon your scull : 
These staunch-bred writing hounds begin the cry. 
And honest Folly echoes to the lie. 
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O bow I laugh when T a blockhead see 

Thanking a villain for his probity; 

Who stretches out a most respectful ear» 

W ith snares for woodcocks in his holy leer i je» 

It tickles thro' my soul to hear the cock's 

Sincere encomium on his friend the fox> 

Sole patron of his liberties and rights! 

While graceless Reynard listens— ^till he bites^ 

As when the trumpet sounds, th* o'erloaded state 
Discharges all her poor and profligatei 
Crimes of all kinds dishonour'd weapons wield. 
And prisons pour their filth into the field; 
Thus Nature's refuse, and the dregs of men, 
Compose the black militia of the pen. 3i* 
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FROM OXFORD. 



All write at London ; shall the rage abate 
Here, where it most should shine» the Muses' seat? 
Wbere^ mortal or immortal, as they please. 
The learn'd may chuse eternity or ease ? 
Has not a royal patron * wisely strove 
To woo the Muse in her Athenian grove ? 
Added new strings to her harmonious shell. 
And give new tongues to those who spoke so well ? 



* Hit iatt Majesty's b«ne&ctioq for modsrn languagea. 
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let these instruct, with truth's illustrious ray 
Awake the world, and scar our owls away. m 

Meanwhile, O Friend! indulge me, if I give 
Some needful precepts how to write and live ; 
Serious should be an author's final views: 
Who write for pure amusement ne'er amust. 

An Author ! 'tis a venerable nanye ! 
How few deserve it, and what numbers claim ? 
Unbless'd with sense above their peers refin*d» 
Who shall stand up dictators to mankind? 
Nay, who dare shine, if not in virtue's cause ; 
That sole proprietor of just applause. 29 

Y« restless Men I who pant for letter'd praise^ 

With whom would you consult to gain the bays?*— 

With those great authors whose fam'd works you read ? 

'Tis well; go, then, consult that laurelled shades 

What answer will the laurel Td shade return 

Hear \t, and tremble; he commands you burn 

The noblest works his envy'd genius writ. 

The boast of nought more excellent than wit. 

If this be true, as 'tis a truth most dread. 

Woe to the page which has not that to plead 1 j» 

Fontaine and Chaucer, dying, wisb'd unwrote 

The sprightliest efforts of their wanton thought : 

Sidney and Waller, brightest sonspf Fame, 

Condemn'd the charm of ages to the flame. 

And in one point is all true wisdom cast ? 

To think that early> we mast think at last. 
ydumeUU Q 
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Immortal wits, ev'n dead, break Kaiore*s Jaws, 
Injurious still to virtue's sacred cause; 
And their guilt growing, as their bodies rot, 
(Reversed ambition !). pant to be forgot. 46 

Thus ends your courted fame : does lucre then^ 
The sacred thirst of gold, betray your pen ? 
In prose Mis blameabl'e, in verse 'tis worse. 
Provokes the Muse, extorts Apollo's- curse ; 
His sacred influence never should be sold; 
'Tis arrant Simony to sing for gold: 
•Tis immortality should fire your mind : 
Scorn a less paymaster than all mankind: 

If bribes you seek, know this, ye writing Tribe! 
Who writes for virtue has the largest bribe : 50 

All's on the party of the virtuous man ; 
The good will surely serve him if they can ; ' 
The bad, when int'rest or ambition guide. 
And Mis at once their int'rest and their pride; 
But should both fail to take him to their care. 
He boasts a greater friend, and both may spare. 

Letters to man uncommon light dispense. 
And what is \ irtuc but superior sense ? 
In parts and learning you who pUce your pride; 
Your faclts are crimes, your crimes are double-dy'd. 
What is a scandal of the first renown, 61 

But letter'd knaves, and Atheists in a gown ? 

' ri> harder far to please than give offence ; 
The cast misconduct damns the brightest sense: 
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Bach -shallow pafe/ that cannot read your name. 
Can fead your Jife,^ and will be proud to blame. 
Flagitious manners make impressions deep 
On those that o'er a page of Milton sleep: 
Nur in their dulness think to save vour shame; 
True, these are fools; but wise men say the same* 741 

Wits are a despicable race of men. 
If they confine their talents to the pen; 
When the man shocks us, while the writer shines. 
Our scorn in life, our envy in his lines. 
Yet, proud of parts, with prudence some dispense. 
And play the fool because they 're men of sense. 
What instances bleed recent in each thought. 
Of men to riiin by their genius brought ? 
Against their wills what numbers ruin shun. 
Purely thro' want of wit to be undone ? £• 

Nature has shewn, by making it so rare. 
That wit 's a jewel which we need not wear: 
Of plain sound sense life 's current coin is made; 
With that we drive the most substantial trade. 

Prudence protects and guides us; wit betrays, 
A splendid source of ill ten thousand ways; 
A certain snare to miseries immense, 
A gay prerogative from common sense; 
Unless strong judgment that wild thing can tame. 
And break to paths of virtue and of fame. 99 

But grant your judgment equal to the best. 
Sense fills your bead, and genius fires your breast; 

XfMftg.2 Q ij 
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Yet still forbear: your wit (consider well) 
'Tis great to shew, but greater to conceal ; 
As it is great to Seize the golden prize 
Of place or pow'r, but greater to despise. 

If still you languish for an author's name, 
T^iink private merit less than public fame> 
And fancy not to write is not to live ; 
Deserve, and take that great prerogative : 10^ 

But pander what it is, how dear 'twill cost 
To write one page which you may justly boast. 

Sense may be good, yet not deserve the press; 
Who write, an awful character profess; 
The world as pupil of their wisdom claimj^ 
And for their stipend an immortal fame. 
Nothing but what is solid or refin'd 
Should dare ask public audience of mankind. 
- Severely weigh your learning and your wit ; 
Keep down your pride by what is uobly writ: ii* 
No writer, fam'd in your own way, pass o'er; 
Much trust example, biit reflection more: 
More had the Ancients writ they more had taught^ 
Which shows some work is left for modern thought* 

This weighed, perfection know, and known> adore, 
TqII, burn for that, but do Qot aim at more: 
Above, beneath it, the just limits fix. 
And zealously prefer four lines to six. 

Write, and re-write, blot out, and write again, 
Aod for it| swiftness u^'er ajipUttd your ftn i U 
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leave to the jockeys that Newmarket praise; 

Slow runs the Pegasus that wins the bays. 

Much time for immortality to pay 

Is just and wise; for less is thrown away. 

Time only can mature the lab*ring brain ; 

Time is the father and the midwife Pain: 

The same good sense that makes a man excels 

Still makes him doubt he ne'er has written well. 

JDownright impossibilities they seek. 

What roan can be immortal in a week ? .130 

Excuse no fault, the' beautiful 'twill harm; 
One fault shocks more than twenty beauties charm. 
Our age demand correctness ; Addison 
And you this commendable hurt have done. 
Now writers find, as once Achilles found. 
The whole is mortal^ if a part 's unsound. 

He that strikes out, and strikes not out the best. 
Pours lustre in, and dignifies the rest : 
Ciire e'er so little, if what 's right be there, 
We praise for what you burn, and what you spare : 
The part yoii burn smells sweet before the shrine, 14S 
And is as incense to the part divine. 

Nor frequent write, tho' you can do it well ; 
Men may too oft', tho' not too much excel. 
A few good works gain fame ; more sink their price; 
Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice : 
They granted you writ well ; what can they more. 
Unless you let them praise for giving o*er ? 

QHj 
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Do boldly what you do, af)d let yeur page 
Smile if it smiles, and if it rages, rage, 150 

80 faintly Lucius censures and commends. 
That Lucius has no fues except his friends. 

Let satire less engage you than applause; 
It shews a gen'rous mind to wink at flaws. 
Is genius yours f be yours a glorious end. 
Be your king's, country's, truth's, religion's, friend* 
The public glory by your own beget ; 
^un nations, run posterity, in debt ; 
And since the fam'd alone make others live. 
First have that glory you presume to give. i6o 

If satire tharms, strike faults, but spare the man;-' 
'Tis dull to be as witty as you can. 
Satire recoils whenever charg'd too high ; 
Round }'our own fame the fatal splinters fly. 
As the soft plume gives swiftness to the dart,| 
Good-breeding sends the satire to the heart. 

Painters and surgeons may. the structure scan, 
Qenius and moraU be with you the man : 
Defaults in those alone should give offence ; 
Who strikes the person pleads his innocence ; 170 
My narrow-minded satire cann't extend 
To Codrus' form ; I 'm not fo much his friend : 
Jiimself should publish that (the world agree) 
Before his works, or in the pillory. 
Let him be black, fair, tall, short, thin or fat> 
Dirty or clean, I find no theme in that. 
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Is that ca1!'d humour ; it has this pntenee, 

'JTh neither virtue, breeding, wit, nor sense. 

Unless you boast the genius of a Swift, 

Beware of humour, the dull rogue's last shift. iSo 

Can others write like you? your task give o'er, 
'Tis printing what was publish'd long before. 
If nought peculiar thro' your labours run. 
They 're duplicates, and twenty are but one. 
Think frequently, think close, read Nature, turn 
Men's manners o'er, and half your volumes burn. 
To nurse wiih quick reflection be your strife. 
Thoughts borne from present objects warm from life; 
When most unsought, such inspirations rise. 
Slighted by fools, and cherish'd by the wise: 190 

Expect peculiar fame from these alone; 
These make an author, these are all your own. 

Life, like their Bibles, cooly men turn o*er. 
Hence unexperienc'd children of threescore. • 
True, all men think of course, as all men dream. 
And if they slightly think, 'tis much the same. 

X^etters admit not of a half renown ', 
They give you nothing, or they give a crown. 
No work e'er gain'd true fame, or ever can. 
But what did honouf to the name of man. aetf 

Weighty the subject, cogent the discourse; 
Clear be the style, the very sound of force; 
Easy the conduct, simple the design. 
Striking the moral, and the soui divine. 

/ 
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Let Katttre att^ and judgment wit, exceed; 

O'er learning reason reign^ o*er that your Creed; 

Thus virtue's seeds at once, and laurels grow; 

Do thus, and rise a Pope or a Despreau; 

And when your genius exquisitely shines^ 

Live up to the full lustre of yout lines. 210 

Parts but expose those men who virtue quit ; 

A fallen angel is a fallen wit ; 

And they plead Lucifer's detested cause, 

Who for bare talents challenge our applause. 

Would you restore just honours to the penf 

Froth able writers rise to worthy men. 

" Who's this with nonsense nonsense would restrain? 
'* Who's this (they cry) so vainly schools the vam i 
'* Who damns our trash with so much trash replete ? 
" As threeellsround, huge Cheynerailsat meat?'* 
^ Shall I with Bavius, then, my voice exalt, %zi 
And challenge ail mankind to find one fault ? 
With huge examens overwhelm my page^ 
And darken reason with dogmatic rage ? 
As if, one tedious volume writ in rhyme. 
In prose a duller could excuse the crime ? 
Sure next to writing, the roost idle thing 
Is gravely to harangue on what we sing. 

At fi^at tribunal stands the writing tribCji 
Which nothing can intimidate or bribe : 330 

Time is the judge; Time has nor friend nOr foe; 
False fame must wither^ and the true will grow. 
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Ann*d with this truth, all critics I ctefy ; 
Forjf I fall, by ray own pen I die; 
While snarlers strive with proud but fruitless pain. 
To wound immortals, or to slay the slain. 

Sore press'd with danger, and in awful dread 
Of twenty pamphlets levelPd at my head. 
Thus have I forg'd a buckler in. my brain« 
Of recent form, to serve me this campaign, 34O 

And safely hope to quit the dreadful field 
X>elug'd with ink, and sleep behind my shield. 
Unless dire Codrus rouses to the fray 
In -all his might, and damns me — for a day. 

As turns a flock of geese, aad on the green 
Poke out their foolish necks in awkward spleen, 
(Ridiculous in rage!) to hiss not bite. 
So war their quills when sons of dulness write. 

AN £PISTLE. 

TO TH£ RIGHT HON. OEOROB LORD lANSOOWBT, 

r I ■ ■-■ ■ ... ■',..■., ,■■■ :.M 

When Rome, my Lord, in her full glory shone. 
And great Augustus rui'd the globe alone; 
While suppliant kings, in all their pomp and state, 
Swarm'd in his courts, and throng'd his palace-gate, 
Horace did off the mighty man detain, 
And sooth'd his breast with no ignoble strain ; 
Kow soar'd aloft, now struck an humbler 8trin|f, 
And taught the Romaa geoins how to sing. 
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Pardon, if I his freedom dare pursue. 
Who know no want of Caesar, finding you; lO 

Th« Muses' friend is pleas'd, the Muse should press 
Thro* circling crowds, and labour for access ; 
That p urial to his darling he may prove^ 
And shining throngs for her approach remove. 
To all the \sorld industrious to proclaim 
His love of arts, and boast the glorious flame. - 

Long has the Western World reclin'd her^^ead, 
Pour'd forth her socrow, and bewail'd her dead; 
Fell Discord thro' her borders fiercely rang'd 
And shook her nations, and her monarchs chang'd; %9 
By land and sea its utmost rage employed. 
Nor Heav'n repair'd so fast as men destroy'd. 

In vain kind summers plenteous fields bestoiv'd« 
In vain the vintage liberally fiow'd; 
Alarms from loaden boards all pleasure chas'dj 
And rubb'd the rich Burgundian grape of taste; 
The smiles of Nature could no blessing bring%^ 
The fruitful Autumn, or the flow'ry spring ; 
Time was di^tinguish'd by the sword and spear. 
Not by the various aspects of the year ; jq 

The trumpet's sound proclaim'd a milder sky. 
And bloodshed told us wh^n the sun was nigh. 

But now (so soon is Britain's blessing seeq. 
When such as you are near, her glorious Queen I) 
Now Peace, tho* long repuls'd, arrives at last. 
And bids us smile on all oar labours past ; 
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Bids eVry nation cease her wonted moan. 
And ev'ry monarch call his crown his own : 
T9 valour gentler vhrtues now succeed ; 
l<^o longer is the great man bom to bleed: 49 

Renown'd in councils, brave Argyle shall tell. 
Wisdom and.prowess in one breast may dwell; 
Thro* milder tracks he soars to deathless fame. 
And without trembling we resound his name. 

No more the rising harvest whets the sword, 
Ko longer waves uncertain of its lord : 
Who cast the seed the golden sheaf shall claim. 
Nor chance of battle change the master's name: 
Each >stream, unstain'd with blood, more smoothty 
The brighter sun a fui.'er day bestows; [flows, 

A li Nature seems to wear a cheerful face, 51 

And thank great Anna for returning peace. 

The patient thus when on his bed of pain 
No longer he invokes the gods in vain. 
But rises to new life, in ev'ry field 
He finds Elysium, rivers nectar yield; 
Nothing so cheap and vulgar but can please. 
And borrow beauties from his late disease. 

Nor is it peace alone, but such a peace 
As more than bids the rage of battle cease. 60 

Death may determine war, and rest succeed, 
'Cause nought survives on which our rage may feed; 
In faithful friends we lose our glorious fues^ 
And strifes of love exalt our sweet repose. 



See graceful Bolingbroke, your friend, advance^ 
Nor miss bis Lansdown in the court of France : 
So well re€eiv*d, so welcome^ so at home, 
(BIess*d change of fate!) in Bourbon's stately dome» 
The monarch pleas'd, descending from his throne. 
Will not that Anna call him all her own ; 70 

He claims a part ; and looking round to find 
Something might speak the fulness of his mind, 
A di'mond shines, which oft* had touched him near« 
Renew'd his grief, and robb'd him of a tear; 
Now first with joy beheld, well p1ac*d on one 
Who makes him less regret his darling son : 
So dear is Anna's minister, so great 
Your glorious friend in his own private state. 

To make our nations longer too, in vain 
Does Nature interpose the raging main : S« 

The Gallic shore to distant Britain grows. 
For Lewis Thames, the Seine for Anna fiows: 
From conflicts past each other's worth we find. 
And thence in stricter friendship now arejoin*d; 
Each wound receiv'd now pleads the cause of love^ 
And former injuries endearments prove. 
What Briton but must prize th' illustrious sword 
That cause of fear to Churchill could afford ? 
Who sworn to Bourbon's sceptre, but must frame 
Vast thoughts of him that could brave Tallard tame ? 
Thus gen'rous hatred in affectioo ends, 91 

And war, which rais'd the foes, completes the friends. 
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A thousand happy consequencea floVj 

(The dazzling prospect makes my bosom glow) 

Commerce shall lift her swelling sails, and roll 

Her wealthy fleets secure from pole to pole. 

The British merchant^ who with care and paiii^ 

For many moons sees only skies and main. 

When now, in .view of his lov'd native shore. 

The perils of the dreadful ocean o!er, lOO 

Cause to regret his wealth no more shall find]^ 

Kor curse the mercy of the sea and wind : 

By hardest fate condemn'd to serve a foe. 

And give him strength to strike a deeper blow. 

Sweet Philomela providently flies 

To distant woods and streams for such supplies. 

To feed her young, and makelhem try the wing. 

And with their tender notes attempt to sing : 

Meanwhile the fowler spreads his secret snare. 

And renders vain the tuneful mother's care. ii« 

Britannia's bold adventurer of late. 

The foaming ocean pIough*d with equal fate. 

Goodness is greatness in its utmost height. 
And pow'r a curse, if not a friend to right. 
To conquer is to make dissension cease. 
That man may serve the King of kings in peace* 
Religion now shall all her rays dispense. 
And shine abroad in perfect excellence; 
Else may we dread some greater curse at hand. 
To scourge a thoughtless and ungrateful land, lao 

VAumtliL R 
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Now War is weary, and retir'd to rest; 
The meager Famine, and the spotted Pest, 
Deputed in her stead, may blast the day. 
And sweep the relics of the sword away. 

When peaceful Numa fill'd the Roman throne^ 
Jove in the fuhiess of his glory shone : 
Wise Solomon, a stranger to the sword. 
Was born to raise a temple to the Lord. 
Anne, too, shall build, and ev*ry sacred pile 
Speak peace eternal to Britannia's isle. r^o 

Those mighty souls, whom military care 
Diverted from iheir only great affair, 
Siiall bend their full united force, to bless 
Th* almighty Author of their late success. 
And what is all the world subdu'd to this ? 
The grave sets bounds to sublunary bliss. 
But there are conquests to great Anna known. 
Above the splendour of an earthly throne; 
Conquests! whose triumph is too great within 
The ecanty bound of matter to begin ; 140 

Too glorious to shine forth, till it has run 
Beyond this darkness of the stars and sun. 
And shall whole ages past be still, still butbegun. 

Heroic Shades! whom wai has swept away. 
Look down, and smile on thi^ auspicious day; 
Now boast your deaths, to those your glory tell. 
Who or at Agincourt or Cressy ferf. 



} 
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Then deep- into eternity retire ; 

Of greater things than peace or war inquire; 

Fully content, and unconcern'd to Ivnow i jO 

What farther passes in the world below. 

The bravest of mankind shall now have Teave 
To die but once, nor peacemeal seek the grave : 
On gain or pleasure bent, we fliall not meet 
Sad melancholy numbers in each street, 
(Owners of bones disper&'d on Fhmdria's plain* 
Or wasting in the bottom of the main) 
To turn us back from joy, in tender fear 
Lest it an insult of their woes appear. 
And make us grudge ourselve:> that uealth their blood 
Perhaps preserv'd, who starve or beg for food. i6o 
Devotion shall run pure, and disengage 
From that strange fate of mixing peace with rage. 
On Heav'n without a sin we now may call. 
And guiltless to our Maker prostrate fall ; 
Be Christians while we pray; nor in one breath 
Ask mercy for ourselves, for others death. 

But, 01 I view with transport arts restored. 
Which double use to Britain bhall afford. 
Secure her glory purchas*d in the field, i^o 

And yet for future peace sweet motives yield ; 
While we contemplate, on the painted wall. 
The pressing Britain and the flying Gaul, 
In such bright images, such Hying grace, 
As leave great Raphael but the second place^ 

Tffung.2 R ij 
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Our cheeks shall glow, our heaving bosoms rise^ 

Axid martial ardours sparkle in our eyes; 

Much we shall triumph in our battles past. 

And yet consent those battles prove our last. 

Lest, while in arms for brighter fame we strive, i8a 

We lose the means to keep that fame alive* 

In silent groves the birds delight to sing. 
Or near the margin of a secret spring : 
Now all is calm, sweet music shall improve. 
Nor kindle rage, but be the nurse of love. 

But what's the warbling voice, the trembling string. 
Or breathing canvass, when the Muses sing ? 
The Muse, my Lord, your care above the rest. 
With rising joy dilates my partial breast. 
The thunder of the battle ceas'd to roar, 190 

Ere Greece her godlike poets taught to soar; 
Rome's dreadful foe, great Hannibal! was dead. 
And all her warlike neighbours round her bleed: 
For Janius shut her 16 Poeans rung, 
Before an Ovid or a Virgil sung. 

A thousand various forms the Muse may wear, 
(A thousand various forms become the fair}" 
But shines in none with more majestic n^ien. 
Than when in state she draws the purple scene. 
Calls forth her monarchs, bids her heroes rage, 2co 
And mourning Beauty melt the crowded stage; 
Charms back past ages, gives to Britain's use 
The noblest Tirtues time did e*er produce. 
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Leaves famM historians' boasted art behind ; 
They keep the soul alone, and that 's confin'J, 
Sought out with painSj and but by proxy speaks; 
The hero*8 presence deep impression makes; 
The scene his soul and body re-unite. 
Furnish a voice, produce him to the sight; 
Make our contemporary him that stood 210 

High in renown, perhaps before the.iiood; 
Make Nestor to this age advice afford. 
And Hector for our service dr?.w his sword. 
More glory to an author what can bring. 
Whence nobler service to his country spring. 
Than from those labours which> in man's despight. 
Possess him with a passion for the right ? 
With honest magic make the knave incljn'd 
To pay devotion to the virtuous mind ; 
Thro' all her toils and dangers bid him rove, 22O 
And wiih her wants and anguish fall in love 7 
Who hears the godlike Montezuma groan. 
And does not wish the glorious pain his own ? 
I/end but your understanding, and their skill 
Can domineer at pleasure o*er your will : 
Nor IS the short-liv'd coi'.quest quickly past; 
Shame, if not choice, will hold the convert fast. 

How often have I seen the gen'rous bowl 
With pleasing force unlock a secret soul. 
And steal a truth, which ev'ry sober hour xjo 

(The prose of life) had kept within her pow'r? 

Riij 
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The grape victorious ofreil has prevail'd, 

AVhen gold and beauty, racks and tortures, fail'd; 

Yet when the spirit's tumult was allay'dj 

She mourn'd, perhaps, the seniiment beiray'd; 

Buf mourn'd too late, nor longer could deny^ 

And on her own confession charge the lie. 

Thus they, whom neither the prevailing love 

Of goodness here, or mercy from above. 

Or fear of future pains, cr human laws, 249 

Could render advocates in Virtue's cause. 

Caught by the scene, have unawares resign'd 

Their wonted disposition of the mind: 

By slow degrees prevails the pleasing tale. 

As circling glasses on our senses steal. 

Till thoroughly by the Muses* banquet warm*d. 

The passions tossing, all the soul alarm*d, 

They turn mere zealots, flush'd with glorious rage. 

Rise in their seats, and scarce forbear the stage. 

Assistance to wrong'd innocence to bring, 350 

Or turn the poniard on son^e tyrant king. 

liow can they cool to villains ? how subside 

To dregs of vice, from such a godlike pride f 

To spoiling orphans how to-day return. 

Who wept last night to see Monimia mourn ? 

In this gay school of virtue whom so fit 

To govern and control the world of wit 

As Talbot, Lansdown's friend, lias Britain kaowD? 

tiim polish'd Italy has call'd her own ; 



BPItrLE.8. I9S 

lie in the Tap of Elegance was bred, %6q 

And trac'd the Musesto their fountain-head; 

But much u'e hope he will enjoy at home 

What s nearer ancient than the modern Rome, 

Nor fear I mention uf the court of France, 

When I the British geniua would advance: 

There^ too, has Shrewsbury improv*d his taste^ 

Yet still we dare invite him to our feast. 

For Corneille's sake I shall my thoughts suppress 

Of Oroonoko, and presume him less: 

What tho' we wrong hiro? Isabella's woe 270 

Waters those bays that shall for ever groi^. 

Our foes confess, nor we the praise refuse^ * 
The drama glories in the BritMh Muse, 
The French are delicate, and nicely lead 
Of close intrigue the labyrintbian thread. 

Our genius n.ore affects the grand than fine; 

Our strength can make the great plain action shine: 

They raise a great curiosity indeed, 

F(pm his dark maze to see the hero freed; 

We rouse th' affections, and that hero stipyf ito 

Gasping beneath some formidable blow : 

They sigh; we weep: ihe Gallic.douht and care 

W^e heighten into terror and despair; 

Strike home the strongest passions boldly touchy 

Ncr fear our audience should be ple<is'd too much. 

What 's grea^ in Nature we can greatly draw. 

Nor thdnk fpr beauties the dramatic law. 
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The fate of Cssar is a tale too plain 

The fickle Gallic taste to entertain; 

Their art would have perplex*d, and interwove ipo 

The golden airas wfih gay flow'rs of love : 

We know Heav'n made him a far greater man 

Than any Cxsar in a human plan ; ' 

And such we draw him; nor are too refin'd. 

To stand affected with what Heav*n de&ign'd* 

To claim attention, and the heart invade, 

Shakespeare but wrote the play th* Almighty madex 

Our neighbouT*s sta^e-art too bare fac*d betrays; 

•Tis great Corneille at ev'ry, scene we praise : 

On Nature's surer aid Britannia calls; 300 

None think of Shakespeare till the curtain falls; 

Then, with a sigh, returns our audience home. 

From Venice, Egypt, Persia, Greece, or Rome. 

France yields not to the glory of our lines^ 
But manly conduct of our strong designs. 
That oft* they think more justly we must own. 
Not ancient Greece a truer sense has shown: 
Greece tlipi^btbiii justly, they think justly too; 
We sometimes err# by striving more to do. 
So well are Racine's meanest persons taught, 310 
But change a sentiment you make a fault : 
Nor dare we charge them with the want of flame: 
When we boast more we own ourselves to blame. 

And yei in Shakeipeace something ttifl I find 
That makes me less esteem all humankind; 



1 
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He made one nature^ and another found ; 

lioth in one page with master-srokes abound: 

His witches, fairies, and enchanted isie. 

Bids us no longer at our nurses smile. 

Of lost historians we almost complain^, 320 

Nor think it the creation of his brain. 

"Who lives when his Othello's in a trance? 

With his great Talbot, * too, he coiiquer'd France, 

Long may we hope brave Talbot's blood will riin 
In great descendenis; Shakespeare has but one; 
And him, my Lord, permit me not to name. 
But in kind silence spare his rival's shame:— 
Yet I in vain that author would suppress ; 
What cann't be greater cannoi be made less; 
Each reader will defeat my fruitless aim, ^30 

And to himself great Aganteiimon name. [[smile. 

Should Shakespeare rise, unbless'd with Talbui'9 
£y*n Shakespeare's self wpuld curse this barren isle; 
iSut if that reigning star propitious shine. 
And kindly mix his gentle ra) s with thine, 
£v'n Ij by far the meanest of yuur age. 
Shall not repent my passion for the stag?* 

Thus did the will-almighty disallQw, 
No human force coiild pluck the golden-bougb. 
Which left the tree with ease at Jove's command> 34O 
And spar'd fhe labour of the weakest hand. 



* An ancestor of the Duke of Shrewsbury, whocon* 
quered France, drawn by 2>hakespeare. 
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Auspicious fate! that^ives me leave to write 
To you the Muses glory and delight. 
Who know to read, nor false encomiums raise^ 
And mortify an author with your praise. 
Praise wounds a noble mind when 'tis not due ; 
But Censure's self will please, my Lord, from you. 
Faults are our pride and gain, when you descend 
To point them out, and leach us ho'.v to mend^ 
What tho' the great man set his coffers wide^ 350 
Tmt cannot gratify the poet's pride. 
Whose inspiration, if 'tis truly good. 
Is best rewarded when best understood ? 
The Muses write for glory not for gold; 
'Tis far beneath their nature to be sold : 
The greatest gain is scorn'd, but as it serves 
To speak a sense of what the Muse deserves; 
The Muse, which from her Lansdown fears no wrongs 
Best judge, as well as subject, of her song. 
Should this great theme allure me farther still, 360 
And I presume to use your patience ifl. 
The world would plead my cause, and none but you 
Will take disgust at what I now pursue. 
Since what is meant my Musecann't raise, I'llchuse 
A theme that 's able to exalt my Muse. 

For who, not void of thought, can Granville name^ 
Without a spark of his immortal flame ? 
Whether we seek the patriot or the friend. 
Let Boliagbroke, let Anna, recommend;. 
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Wlieiber we chuse to love or to admire, 370 

You melt the tender, and th* ambitious fire. 

Such native graces without thought abound^ 
And such familiar glories spread around. 
As more incline the stander-by to raise 
His value for himself, than you to praise. 
Thus you befriend the most heroic way> 
Bless all, on none an obligation lay; 
So turn*d by Nature's hand for all that *s well, 
'Tis scarce a virtue when you most excel. 

Tho* sweet your preseiice, graceful is your mien ; 
You to be happy want not to be seen ; 3X1 

Tho' pri2*d in public, you can smile alone. 
Nor court an approbation but your own; 
In throngs, not conscious of those eyes that gaze 
In wonder fix'd, tho' resolute to please. 
You, werd all blind, would still deserve applause. 
The world 's your glory's witness, not its cause; 
That lies beyond the limits of the day, 
A ngeic behold it, and tlieir God cbey. 

You tflke delight in others' excellence, 390 

A gift which Nature rarely does dispense: 
Of all (hat breathe, 'tis you, perhaps, alone 
Wnuld be well pleas'd to see yourself outdone. 
You wish not thojve who shew your nniiie respect. 
So little worth as might excuse nt-glect ; 
Nor are in pain lest merit you should know. 
Nor shun the vvell^deserver as a foe; 
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A troublesome acquaintance, that will claim 
To be well us*d, or dye your cheek with shame. 

You wish your country's good; that told, so well 
Your pow'rs are known, th' event I need not tell. 401 
V/hen Nestor spoke, none ask'd if he prevaiPd; ' 
That god of sweet persuasion never fail 'd : 
And such great fame had Hector's valour wrought. 
Who meant he conqner'd only said he fought. - 

AVhen you, my Lord, to sylvan scenes retreat, 
(No crowds around for pleasure or for state) 
You are not cast upon a stranger land. 
And wander pensive O'er the barren strand; 
Nor are you by received example taught, 410 

In toys to shun the disciple of thought; 
But, unconfin'd by bounds of time and place. 
You chuse companions from all human race ; 
Converse with those the deluge swept away, 
Or those whose midnight is Britannia's day. 

Books not so much inform, as give consent 
To those ideas your own thoughts present ; 
Your only gain, from turning volumes o'er. 
Is finding cause to'like yourself the more. 
In Grecian sages you are only taught ^zq 

With more respect to value your oun thought. 
Great Tully grew immortal, while he drew 
Those precepts ue behold alive in you. 
Your life is so adjusted to their schools. 
It makes that history they meant for rules* 
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What joy, what pleasing trantport^ nust mIm 
Within your breast^ and lift you to the akiet^ 
When in each learned page that you unfold. 
You find some part of your own conduct told i 

So pleas*d and so aurpris'd iEneas stood^ 4^ 

And such triumphant raptwea fir'd his blood, • 
When far from Trojan shores the hero spy '4 
His story shining forth in all its prides 
Admir'tf himself, and saw his actions ttaad 
The praise and wonder of a foveign land. . 

He knows not half his being who's confin'd 
In converse and reflection on mankind i 
Your 80ul» which understands her charter well. 
Disdains imprison'd by those skies to dwell ; 
Banged eternity without the leave 440 

OfMthg nor waita the passage of the grave« 

When pains eternal, and eternal bliss. 
When these high cares your weary thoughts dismiss^ 
In heav'nly numbers you your aoul unbend. 
And for your ease to^deathleas fiime descend. 
Ye Kings 1 would ye true greatness understand ? 
Kead Seneca, grown rich in Oranviilc'a hand. * 

Behold the glories of your life complete I 
Still at a ^owt and permanently great: 
New moments shed new pleasures as they By^ 4(0 
And yet your greatest is that you must die. 



• See his Lordship's tragedy, entitled Heroic Love. 
V^limt ill. S 
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Thi» Anna mw^ and rais'd^oo to th€ seat 
Of honoiir^'and confesa'd her aervant gnat ; 
Confess'd, not made him auch ; for foithful Fame 
Her trttm pet sweird long ft'nce with Granville's name. 
*rho* you in modesty the title wear* 
Your name shall be the title of your heir, 
Farther than ermine' make bis glory knowm^ 
And cast in shades tlie favour of a throne. 
From thrones the beam of high distinction sprtnga. 
The soul's endowments from the King of Icings. 4S1 
ho, one -great day calls forth ten mighty peers! 
produce ten Granvilles in fire thousand yeais. 
Anna J bethon content to fix the fiite 
Of various kingdoms* andcontroul the great; 
®ttt, 1 to bid thy Granville brighter shine! 
To him that great prerogative resign. 
Who the sun*a height can raise at pleasuie higher, 
Hts lamp illttmine> set his flames on fire. 

Yet stilt one bliss, one glory I forbear, 4.70 

A darling friend whom near your heart you waar ; 
That lovely youth, my Lord, whom yoH must blame 
That I grow thus fomiliar with your name. 

He's friendly, open, in liis conduct nice; 
Nor serve these virtues to«tone for vice; 
Vice he has none, or such as nore wish less. 
But friends, indeed, good nature in excess. 
You cannot boast the merit of a choice 
In mating. him your own ; 'twas Natu^e^s voice. 



Which callM too loud by man to ht withstood^ 4S0 
pleading a tie far nearer than by blood; 
Similitude of mannerv^ such a mind. 
As makes you less the wonder of mankind. 
Such ease hts common converse recommends. 
As he ne'er felt a passion, but his friend's ; 
Yet ixM his principles beyond the force 
Of all beneath the sun to bend his course. * 
Thus the tall cedar, l^neautiful and fair» 

Flatters the motions of the wanton air» 

Salutes each passing breexe with head ceclin'd^ 490 

The pliant branches dance in ev'ry wind ; 

But fix*<^ the stem, her upright state raainlalnsa - 

And all the fury of the North disdaini^ 
How are ye bless'd in such a matchless friend f 

Alas ! with me the joys of friendship end. 

O Harrison I I must, I wil) complain ; 

Tears sooth the eoul's distress, tho* sbM in vain. 

Didst thou rJeturn, and bless thy. native shoie 

AVith welcome peace, and is my friend no morel— 

Thy task was early done, and I must own 500 

Death kiiKl to thee, but ahi to thte ak»ne» 

But 'tis in me a vanity to mouril. 

The sorrows of the great thy tomb adorn ; 

Stiafford and Boiingbroke the loss perceive; 

They grieve, and make thee envy*d in thy grave..- 

* His Loidship's oepliew who look orderst 
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Wttli aching heart tnd a foreboding mind^ 
J night to day ip painful jourr.eyjoin*d« 
When first inform'd of his approaching fate^ 
But reach'd the partner of my soui too late; 
'Twasps^t; his cheek was cold; that tunefol too^t^ 
Which Isis Qharm*d with its melodious song« 5 1 ■ 
Now languish'df wanted strength to speak his paia^ 
Scarce rais*d a fjpeble groan, and sunk again: 
Each art of life, in which he hore a part. 
Shot like an arrow thro' my bleeding heart. 
To what serv'd all his promift'd wealth and pow'r« 
But more to load that most unhappy hour? 

Yet stili prevail 'd the greatness of his mind. 
That not in health, or life itself, confin'd, ^ 
Felt thro* his mortal pangs Britannia's peace,- 5jm 
Mounted to joy, and smil'd in Death's embrace. 

Hi3 spirit now just reatiy to resign. 
No longar now his own, no longer mint. 
He grasps my hand, his swimming eye-balls roll ; 
My hand he grasps, and enters in my sou); 
Then with a gro^n—Support me— >Ol bewapt 
Of holding Vorth, however jgreat, too dear! ^ 

Pardon, my Lord, the privilege of grief. 
That in untimely freedom seeks relief: 
To better fade your love I recommend; * 5|o 

O I nuy you never lose so dear a friend! 

-- ■ 

^ The Author here bewails that most mseniout 
gentleman, Mr. William Harrison, fellow 01 New- 
College, Oxon, 



May nothing interrupt your happy hours i 
Bnjoy the blessings peace on Europe showers : 
Nor yet disdain these blessing to adorn; 
T« make the Muse immortal you was born. 
Sing ! and in latest time, when atory *a dark* 
This period your surviving fame shall mark ; 
Save from the.gulfol^ years this glorious age> 
And thus illustrate their historian's page. 

The crown of Spain in doubtful balance hung, j|ft 
And Anna Britain sway'd when Granville sung; 
That noted year Europa sheath'd her sWord* 
When this great man was first saluted Lord* 
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Oecdsi^ed iy the death 

or THE BfOHl*-HON. JOSKPB ADblSON, ISQ. t^|g^ 
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O LONO with me in Oxford groves confin'd. 
In soqal arts and and sacred friendship join'dj 
l^air Isis* sorro#, and fair Isis' boast. 
Lost from her side^ but fortunately lost; 
Thy wonted aid, my dear Companion! briog« 
And teach mc thy departed friend to sing: 

S iij 
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A darling tbemel once pow'rful to intiplln. 

And noir to melt, the Muses' noournful choirs 

Now, and now firsts we freely dare comtnend 

His modest worth, nor shall our praise offend. i» 

Early he bloom'd amid the l^araed train. 
And ravish'd Isis listened to his train. 
See, see, she cry'd, old Maro*s Muse appears, 
Wak'd from the slumber of two thousand years: 
Her finish'd charms to Addison she brings, 
Thiniss in his thought,'and in his number sings* 
All read transported his pure classic page ; 
Read, and forget their climate and their age. 
_ The State» when now his rising fame was known^ 
Th* unrivall'd genius challeng*d for her own, ao 

Nor would that one for scenes of action strong. 
Should let a life evaporate in song; 
As health and stnength the brightest charms dispense; 
Wit is the blossom of the soundest sense: 
Yet fe'.v, how few, with lofiy thoughts inspir'ds 
With quickness pointed, and with raptuie fir*d, 
lii conscious pride their own importance find. 
Blind to themselves, as the hard world is blind ! 
"Wit they esteem a gay but worthless pow'r« 
The slight amusement of a leisure hour, ^ 30 

Unmindful that, conceal'd from vttlga&eycs« 
Majestic Wisdom wears the bright disguise. 

Poor Oldo fondled thus/ with idle jiyj. 
Dread Cupid, larking lA the Troijan boy } 



Lightly riie toy VI and trifled with' his chtrms^ 
And knew not that a god was in her arms. 

Who greatest excellence of thought could boast^' 
In action/ too, have been distinguish'd most : 
This Sommers knew, and Addison sent f(»th 
From the malignant regions of the North, 40 

To bematur'd in more indulgent skies. 
Where all the vigour of the soul can rise; 
Thro' Warmer veins where sprightiier spirits run. 
And sense enliven'd sparkles in ihe sun. 
With secret pain the prudent patriot gave 
The hopaa of Britain to the colling wave. 
Anxious, the charge to all the stars reslgn'd^> 
And plac*d a confidence in sea and wind. 

Ausonia soon received her wond'ring guest. 
And equal wonder in her turn confest, 50 

To see her fervours rivali'd by the pole. 
Her lustre beaming from a northern soul : 
In like surprise was her iEneas lost. 
To find his picture grace a foreign coa^t. 

Now the wide field of Europe be surveys. 
Compares her kings, her thronesand empires weighs. 
In ripen 'd judgment and consummate thought; 
Great work I by Nassau's favour cheaply bought. 

He now returns to Britain a support. 
Wise in her senate, graceful ifi h^r court ; 60 

And when the public welf&Ve would permit, ' 

The source of learning, and the jsoul of wit. 
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O Warwick! (whom the Mttse is fond to namt^ 
And kindles, conscious of her future theme) 
O Warwiickl by divine contagion bright. 
How early didst thou catch his radiant light 1 
By him inpir'd, how shine before thy timet 
And leave thy years* and leap into thy prime 1 

On some wann bank, thus, fortunately borne, 
A rose-bud opens to a summer's morn, 70 

Full blown ere noon her fcsgrant pride displaySf 
And shews th' abundance of her purple rays. 

Wit, as her bays, was once a barren tree; , 
We now, surpris'd, her fruitful branches see^ 
Or, Orange-like, till his auspicious time 
It gn^w indeed, but shiver*d In our clime : 
He first the plant to richer gardens led. 
And fix'd, indulgent, in a warmer bed: 
The nation, pleased, enjoys the rich produce^ 
And gathers from her ornament her use. ^0 

When loose from public cares the grove he sought^ 
And fiird the leisure interval with thought. 
The various labours of his easy page, 
A chance amusement, polish'd half an age. 
Beyond this truth old bards could scarce invent. 
Who durst to frame a world by accident. 

What he has sung, hoiv early, and how well. 
The Thames shall boast, and Roman Tiber tell. 
A glory more sublime remains, in «tor^. 
Since such his talents, that he swiig no iBOfe»< > . 9f 



No fuller.proof of pow*r th' Almighty gave. 
Making the sea, then curbing her proud wave. 

Nought can the genius of hit works transcen<^ 
But their fair purpose and iropoi:tant end; 
To rouse the war for injur'd Europe's laws. 
To steel the patriot in great Brunswick's cause; 
With virtue's charms to kindle sacred love. 
Or paint the eternal bow'rs of bliss above. 
Where hadst thou room, great Author ? where« to roll 
The mighty theme of an immortal soul ? loo 

Thro'pathsunknown, unbeaten, whence were brought 
Thy proofs so etrong for immaterial thought ? 
One let me join, all other may eicel, 
" How could a mortal essence think so well ?*'. 

6|it why so large in the great \yriter's prais«{i 
More lofty subjects should my numbers raise: - 
In him,(illu8tri(ius rivalry L) contend 
The statesman, patriot, -Christian, and thefriendl 
His glory such it borders on disgrace 
To say he sung the best of humaa race.. . 1 1# 

In joy once joinVI, in sorrow now for years, 
partner in grief, and brother of my tears, 
Tickell 1 accept this verse, thy mournful due; 
Thou farther shah the sacred theme pursue; 
And as thy strain describes the matchless man^ 
Thy life shall second what thy Muse began. 
Tho' sweet the numbers, tho* a fire divine 
Part thro' the whole, and burn in fy'ry lin^. 
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Who itrkes not for that excellence he drawt^ 

Is 8tain*d by fame, and suffers from applause* Jin 

But haste to thy illustrious task ; prepare 
The noble work virell trusted to thy care. 
The gift bequeathed by Addison's command^ 
To Cra^gs made sacred by his dying hand. 
Collect the labours, join the various rays» 
The 6catter*d ligl:: in one united blaze; 
l^hen bear to hira so true, so truly lov'd. 
In life distinguish'd, and in death appfo?*d^ 
Th* imniortal legacy. He hangs a while 
In gen'rous anguish o'er the glorious pile ; i|o~ 

With anxious pleasure the known page reTlewt, 
And the dear pledge with falling tears bedews. 
What tho' thy tears, pour'd o'er thy godlike friend. 
Thy other cares for Britain's weal suspend ? 
Think not, O Patriot 1 while thy eyes o'erflow^ 
Thos)5 caret suspended for a private woe; 
Thy love to him is to thy country shown ; 
He mourns for bet who mourns for AddiiMk x^t 
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' the (sase, tad hoaeit aiea pay all. f AT. l\U 
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pDE, OCCASIONED BY HIS MAJESTY»S ; 

ROYAL BNCOUR^GSfltllT OT tSkt $lA-«SaVlCB« 

■ 

t THINK myst^ obliged to recommend to you a consideration 
(f the greatest Importance, and / jAoitld look upon it as a 
great happiness If, aPtbe beghtmngofmy reign ^ i could tee 
the foundation laid of so great and necessary a work as the 
increase and encouragement if our seamen^ in general, that 
ibey may be invited, rather than compelkd byfe>rce andvio" '■ 
lence, Jo enter into the serviec of 4heireoUtttty asopeif*is\fe-' 
oasion shall require it; a consideratien worthy the ¥epfysen» •> 
tathes of a people great and flourishingin ttade and naviga'- 
$ion» This leads me tdmen^on 'toyou the case ^ GrKonwkU * 
Hospital, that care may he taken, by some addition to that 
fund, to render comfortable and ejfectual tbiUcbarkaUtfpro^^ 
vision for the support and maintenance of our teawtm, worm 
cut, and become doerefit fy dgo and inffmities, ■ in theur^ ' 
vice of their country. Speech^ Jan. 27, 1717-8; 

TO THE I^ING. Mt)CCXXyia. 

0Ln Ocean's praise 

peroands my lays ; 

A truly British theme I s^ng^ 

^ theme so great 

I dare complete^ 

iVpd join with Ocean .pc^'s King^ 



Tlw Roman odt 

M^<ttie ilow'd. 

Its ttreaoM divinely clear andtti^Sff 

In sense and sound to 

Theliea roll'd piofound; 

XJw torrent roar'dj and fiaani'd alopg^ 

Ilk 
I^t Thebet toor Rome^ 
60 faro*d» presnme 
To trinmpli o*er a Qorthern ialt; 
Jjate time sliall know 
The north can glow, 
U dread Aiv«sttts deign to mile. 

IV* 

The naval ciown 

If all hit own I ^ 

Our fleet, if War or ComroeiiBe call. 

His will performs 

Thro* waves and storms. 

And rides in triumph round the halU 

V. 

No former nee, 

With stroQg embrace. 

This theme to ravish durst aspire } 

With virgin charms 

My |oul it warms. 

And melts melodiovs on my lyre* lo 



My lays I file 

With cattttovs toil; 

YeGracef.* tvra tibe glowing fiaat; 

On anTiU neat 

Your strokes lepeat : 

At CT^iy stioko tile woik rHbiet! 

How music channs I 

How metre warms ! 

Paient and actions good and tanre I 

How vice it tamest ^o 

And worth inflames! 

And holds pioiid empire o*er the fiavel 

Jove mark'd for man 

A scanty span. 

But lent him wings to fly his tem ; 

Wit scorns the grave; 

To wit he gave 

The life of godsl immortal bloomi 

iz. 
Since years will fly, 

And pleasures die* jo 

Day after day» as years advance ; 
Since while life lasts 
Joy sttflers bluts 
?iom frowning Fate and fickle Chance; 



'4 

Nor life i§ long, ' • * t 

But soon we throng, 

JLike autumn leay«». Dearth's pallid abore; • 

We make at least. 

Of bad the best, •. *• 

If in life's phantom, Famc« we soar, 60 

.XI. 

Our strains divide 

The laurel's pride; 

W ith those we lift to life we Jive ; 

By Fame enrol I'd 

With heroes bold. 

And share the blessiqgs which we give* . . . 

XI f* 

What hero's praise 

Can fire my lays 

Like bis with whom ray lay begun ? 

" Just ice sincere, to 

'* And courage clear, 

** Rise the two columns of bis .throne* . 

Xllf. 

«» How form'd for sway I 

•* Who look obey, 

'' They read the Aionarch in bis port : 

" Their love and awe 

" Supply the law, 

** And his own lustre makes the courts" 



ODU. 5 

xir. 
On yonder height 

What golden light 9o 

Triumphant shines ? and shines alone. 
Unrivall*d blaze! 
The nations gaze 1 
'Xis not the sun; 'tis Britain's throneb 

XV. 

Our monarch there* • 

Rear*d high in air. 

Should tempests rise, disdains to bend; 

]^lce British oak. 

Derided the stroke ; 

lii^h)oo«U3ts,toUHm&r extend! -^ 

XV u 

Beneatli them lies, 

W^ith lifted eyes. 

Fair Albion, like an am'nwfl maid; 

IVhile interest wings 

Bold foreign kings 

To fly, like eagles, to his shadew 

XVII. 

At his proud foot 
The sea, pour*d out. 
Immortal nourishment supplies; 
Thence wealth and state, j«4^ 

And pow'r and fate, 
Which Europe read» in Geoi|;e's eyes. 
I'Humt IF. B 



xwnt, 
PromwIiatweWew 
We take the cine 

Which leads from freet to gffoter things : 
Men doubt no more« 
Bat gods adore* 
When such lesemblanee ihinet in kings. 

OCEAN. 

AN OBI. 

" ' ' ' ' '* 

Let fht iM aalDi a aoitr. Jet the floodi.cUp Otdr handa, 

Vtal. jrcvPtl. 

*■ - '"■ ■ " ' - ■ 'Tl fl' ■■'■■■■ ^' '■* 

t. 

SwBiT rural scene 

Of flocks and green! 

At careless ease my limbs aie spread; 

All Nature still 

But yonder rill. 

And listening pines nod o'er my bead. 

If. 
In prospect wide 
The boundless tide I 

Waves cease to foam, and winds to roar; 
Without a breeze ' i« 

The curling seas 
Dance on in measure to the shore. 
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111* 
"Who sings the souitt 
Of wealth and force f 
Vast field of conpnierce and bif wvg 
V^bere wonders duelii 
^Vhere terrors swell ! 
And Neptune thunders from tiU car f 

'When ? where are they, 

Whom Pcsan*s ray 

Has touch'dj and hid diyioel^ nvf ?•• 

IVbatl none aspire? 

J snatch the lyie^ 

iUid plunge iato tlMJbaininf wav«. 

v; 
Thewavarasoundtl 
The rock rebounds 1 
The Neraids to my soiif nply J 
I lead tha choir/ 
And they conspire^ 
l¥ith voice and thelli to lift it h^ 

VI. 

They spread in air 
Their bosoms £ur. 
Their verdant tresses pour behind; 
The billows beat 
With nimble feet^ 

\Vitb notes triumphant swell ^ wind. 
y«VJ B ij 



Who k)ve the shores 

Let those adore 

The god Apollo^ and his Nin^. 

Parnassus' hill, 49 

And Orpheus' skill. 

But let Arlon's harp he mine. 

viii. . 
The jnainl the main! 
li Britain's reign 2 
|Ier strength, her glory, is her fleet : 
The main! the main 1 
Be Britain's strain; 
As Tritons strong/ as Syrens sweeV 

iz. 
Thro* Nature wi^t 

Is nought descry 'd ' ^ 

So rich in pleasure or surprise; 
When all-serene. 
How sweet the scene t ■ 
How dreadful when tbe'biHows rise t ' 

And storms deface 

The fluid glass. 

In which erewhile Bt^annia, fair^ 

Look down with pride. 

Like Ocean's bride. 

Adjusting her majestic air ^ ^ 



When tempMU eeue. 

And, hush'd in peace, 

Tht flatten'd turgn smoothly spread, 

Peep silence keep. 

And seem to sleep 

Recumbent on their oozy bed; 

XII. 

With what a trance 

The level glance. 

Unbroken shoots along the seas ? 

Which tempt from shore 70 

The painted oar. 

And ev'ry canvas conrts the breeze 1 

ZIII. 

When rushes forth 

The frowning North 

On black'ning billows, with what dread 

My shudd'ring soul 

Beholds them roll. 

And hears their roarings o'er my head ( 

XI 7. 

With terror mark 

Yon flying bark I §9 

Now eentre-deep descend the brave $ ^ 

Now, toss'd on high. 

It takes the sky, 

A leather on the tow'ring waj; 2 

6i« 



19 fl^ea.. 

Now spins around 

In whirls profound : 

Now whelm'dy n^fw pendent near the clouds ; 

Now stunn'd, it reels 

Midst thunder's peals. 

And now fierce lijshtnin^ fires the shrouds. ^ 

XIT. 

All ether burns I 

Chaos returnsl 

And blends, once more, the seas and jkies : 

No space between 

Thy bosom green, 

O deep 1 and the blue concave Kes» 

xviu 
The northern blast. 
The shauer'd mast. 
The syrt, the whirlpool, and the rock. 
The breaking spout, iloa 

Xhe stars gone out. 
The boiling streigbt, the nion9f«rs' shock. 

xyiu. 
X»et others fear; 
To Britain dear 

Whaie'er promotes her "daring claim ; 
Those terrors charm 
Which lieep her warm 
In ehase of honest gain or fame. 
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99t% 1 1 

The stars are briglit 

To cbeer the night, |i<* 

And shed, thro* shadows, teraper'd fire ^ 

And P&oebus flames, 

With burnished beaixis. 

Which some adore, and aU admire. 

XX. 

Are then the seas 

Outshone by these ? 

Bright Thetis ! thou art not outshone j| 

With kmder beams. 

And softer gleams. 

Thy bosom wears Ihem as thy own. \%o 

XXI. 

There, set in green, 
yold stars are seen, 
1 mantle rich 1 thy charms to wrap ^ 
^jiU when the sun 
I4S race has run, 
B: falls enamourVi in thy lap. 

xxxu 
Those clouds, whose dyes 
Adorn the &kies. 

Thai silver snoifir, that pearly rain. 
Has Phoebus stole Uo 

To grace the pole, 
The plunder of th' invi^td nnaift) 




i« QPIA. 

XXI If. 

The gaudy bow. 

Whose colours glow. 

Whose arch with so mnph skill i$ bent. 

To PhcB&us rajr. 

Which paints so gay, 

By thee the wat'ry woof was lent. 

xxir* 
In chambers deep. 
Where waters sleep, ^^ 

What unknown treasures pave the floor ! 

The pearl, in rows. 

Pale lustre throws; 

The wealth immense which storms devour. 

xxvw 
From Indian mines. 
With proud designs. 
The merchant, swoln, dq;s golden ore; 
The tempests rise 
And seise the prise, 
And toss him, breathlessy on the shore. ^» 

XX vr. 
His son complains 
In pious strains; 

•* Ah J cruel thirst of gold," be cries; 
Then ploughs the main 
In seal for gain. 
The tears yet swelling in his eyes. 



ODIS* 13 

Thou wrat*ry vast ! 

"Wiiat mounds are cast 

To bar thy dreadfiii Howings o^rl 

7hy proudest foam ifo 

Must know its home ; V 

But rage of gold disdalos a' shove, 

ZXVJII. 

Gold pleasure buys; , • 

But pleasure dies > 

Too soon the grass fruttioit cloys; . 

Tho' raptures coart^ 1 

The sense is short ; 

But virtue kindles Kving joys ; 

. JUUJU 

Joys felt alone I 

Joys ask'd of none 1 «. yj^ 

IVhich Time's and Fortune!* anOfiPS miss; 

Joys that subsist, 

Tho* fates resist. 

An unprecarious, endless bll^^i 

• xtz. 
The soul refin*d 
Is most inclin'd 

To ev'ry moral excellence; 
All vice 13 dull, 

A knave's a fool, • 

And Virtue is the child Q^Sens^.* |0O 
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The virtuous mind» 

Kor wave nor wind« 

Nor Civil rage, nor tycanU' inmut 

The shaken ball« 

The planet's fall. 

From its irm basis ctn dethrone. 

This Britain knows. 

And therefore glows 

With gen'rotts passioiis« «]id expend* 

Her wealth and zeal i^ 

On public weal. 

And brightens both bj godlike ends. 

XXXill* 

What end $o great 

As that which late 

Awoke the genius i^f the Main ; . 

Which tow'ring rose. 

With George to close. 

And rival great ElizaTs reign ? 

JUXIV, 

A voice has flown 

From Britain's throne ao« 

To reinflame a grand design ; 

That voice shall rear 

Yon* fobrick fair,* 

As Nature's ruse at the divine* 

* A new fund for Greenwich Hospital, rscommen^ed 
from the throne^ 



sxxr* 

When Nature sprung 

Blest'd angels sung. 

And shouted o'er the riling \uAt ; 

For strains as high 

As man's can fly ' '; 

The sea-deToted honoure call. ^i^ 

XXXVI. 

From boist'rous seas» 

The lap of Ease 

Receives our wounded and our eld ; 

High domes as^nd ! 

Stretch'd arches bend ; 

Proud columns swell! wide gates unCold I 

XXXVII. 

Here, toft-reclin'd. 

From wave from wind. 

And Fortune's tempest, safe ashore. 

To cheat their care, im 

Of former war 

They talk the pleasing shadows o'er. 

xxxviti. 
In lengthen'd tales 
Our fleet prevails; 
In tales, the lenitives of 9ge! 
And o*er the bowl 

They fire the soul i 

Of list'ning youth to martial rage. 



XXZlZft 

Unhappy they ! 

A nd falsely gay ! 230 

W bo bask for ever i n fuecess 

A constant feast 

Quite palls the taste. 

And long enjoymeiit is distress. 

When, after toil. 

His native soil 

The panting mariner r^ains« 

What transport flows 

From bare repose ? 

We reap our pleasure from our pains. 24a 

Xt'U ' 

Ye Warlike! slain 

Beneath the main. 

Wrapt in a wat*ry windingsheet 

Who bought with blood 

Your country's good. 

Your country's full-blown glory greet.* 

XLll. 

What powerful icharm 

Can defith disarm ? 

Your long, your iron slumbers break : 

By Jove, by Fame, 250 

By George's name. 

Awake! a%vake! awake I 

* Wrftten soon after K. George I/9 accession. 



XLltU ' 

*With spiral shell. 

Full-blasted, tell. 

That all your wat'ry realms should ring} 

Your pearl alcoves. 

Your coral groves. 

Should echo theirs and Britaftn's king. 

XbtV. 
As long as stars 
Ouide mariners, - ; ^6^- 

As Carolina's viitqes pleaie. 

Or suns invite 

The ravish'd sight. 

The British flag shall sweep the aeas. 

Peculiar both I 

Our soli's strong growth, 

And our bold natives' iuudjr mind ; 

Sure Heav'n bespoke 

Our hearts and oak. 

To give a master to mankind. ajigi 

That noblest birth 
Of teeming earth. 
Of forest fair that daughter proud. 
To foreign coasts 
Our grandeur boasts. 
And Britain's pleasure speaks aloud: 
F^lumflK C 



Noir» big with war» 

Stndt fate ftom far. 

If rebel realms their fite demand ; 

Now sumptuous spoils tSo 

Of foreign soils 

Poors in the bosom of oitf land. 

XLVIIt. 

Hence Britain lays 

In scales, and weighs 

The fiites of kingdoms and «f kiflg»; 

And as she frowns, 

Oremilesy on crowns, 

A night or day of glory springs* 

XL IX* 

Thus Ocean swells 

The stieams and rills S90 

And to their borden lUUtliem lUgh« 

Or else withdraws 

The mighty cause. 

And leaves their famishM channels dry. 



Ci»3 

II ' I 

S£A-PI£C£: 

t. Tb€ BriHth SaUof^t exultaticn* 2. Hit prayer btfort 

ingttgemttU» 

TUB DEDtCATION, 

Willi. f#&f Al«t. 
I* 

My MiiM«,« bivd of paitan ^^ 

From frofen climes to milder skies; 

From chilling blasts she seelu thy ctweriog beam. 

A beam of fiivour here deny'd ; 

Conscious of fauUs» her blushU^f pride 

Hopes aa asylum ip so frtat a name* 

ii» 
To dive fttU deep In ancieiit daya, * 
The warrior's ardent deeds to raise* 
And monarchs-aggrandiae^— (he glory thine; 
Thine is the Drama, how ranown'dl lo 

Thine Epic's loiUer trump to sound;—* ^« 
But let Arion's sea-etrung harp be mine. 

* Annals of the Empemr Charles XIL ticwis XIV. 
Tmng.'y C ij 



30 .0019. 

. Hi. - - 

Bttt where 's his dolphin? know'st thou where 7— 

May that be found in thee VeWrel 

8ave thou from harm my plun^^ into the^ W9ve: 

How will thy name illustrions raise . 

My sinking song f Mere mortal lays* 

So p9trontz*d, are rescii'd froni the grave. ' 

" Tell me," say'jit thou, «' who courts my smfle ? 

*' What stranger stray *d'fr5nt yonder isle ?"— 20 

Ko stranger, Sirl tho' born imlocieign climes; 

On Dorset Downs, when Milton's page, 

^ith Sin and Death, pro^ok'd thy rage. 

Thy rage provok'd, who jooth'd wtfhf^ntle rKyinea, 

Who kindly eouch'd thy €^ri9fil«1s>^e. 

And gave thee clearly to descry ^ > ^ : 

Sound j udgmenf giving law to Anty strong t 

Who ha If-inclin'd thee tor confess, 

li^or could thy modesty do less. 

That Milton's bllnchaese laytiot In hte song. 30 

VI. 

But such debates long since are flovn : 

For ever felt the suns that shone 

On airy pastimes, ere our bvows weve gray : • 

How shorty shall we both^rgei. 

To thee, mypatron, Fmy debt,--* * - ~. .—..-»- ^ 

And tbott to thin^ for Prusva's golden k^y, 



ODISt II 

Ylt* 

The present^ in oblivion cast^ 

Full toon shall sleq>, as sleeps the past; 

foil soon the wide distinction die between 

The frowns and faroois of the great : 40 

High-flash'd Success, and pale Defeati, 

The Gallic gayety, and British spleen. 

rtiu 
Ye wing*dy ye rapid/ Moments I stay : 
Oh, Friend 1 as deaf, as rapid they ; 
Life's little drama done, the curtain falls 1^«* 
Dost thou not hear it ? I can hear, 
Tho' nothing^strikea the list'ning ear; 
Time groans his laat; Eternal loudly calls 1 

iz. 
Nor calls in vain; theeall inspires 
Far other counsels and desires $q 

Than once prevailed : we stand on blghcff ground : 
What scenes we see l^^Exalted aim I 
With ardours new our spirits flame ; 
Ambition blciss'd 1 with mors than lauicU creirn'd. 



6iiJ 
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A SEA-PIECE. 

ODf THE riA$T« 

Ti€ Britisb Sailor* t extHtatlon, 



• .JmMi i ; 



In lofty sounds let those delight 

Who brave the foe but fear the fight. 

And, bold in word, of arms decline the stroke.^ 

'Tis mean to boast, but great to lend 

To foes the counsel of a friend. 

And warn them of the vengeance they pioTolEe. 

If. 

From whence arise these loud alarms? 

Why glearQs the South with brandisb'd arms? 

Wat, bath'd in blood, from ^urs^d ambition springs; 
Ambition mean 1 ignobje pride 1 i^ 

Perhaps their ardop.rs may sub&idie. 
When weighed tlie wond^is Briui(i*s ssulpr si.nga. 

III. 
Hear, and revere. — At Britain's nod. 
From each enchanted grove and. wood. 
Hastes the huge oak, or shadeless forest leaves; 
The mountain phies assume new forms, 
Spiead canvass wings, and fly thro* stornrs. 
And ride o'er rocks, and dance on foaming waves. 



IV. 

She nods again ; the laboring earth 

I^iscloses a tremendoaa birth; 20 

In smoking rivers nins her molten ore 

Thence nionsters of enormous size, 

Aixi hideous aspect, threat'ning rise; 

Flame from the deck from trembling basUons roar. 

V. 

These ministers of Fate fulfif, 

Qn empires wide, an island'8 wiU, 

'When thrones unjust wake vengeance* Know, ye 

In sudden night, and pond'rous balls tP^w'fs 

And floods of flame, the tempest falls. 

When brav'd Britannia's awful senate low'rs^ 30 

VI. 

In her grand council* she surveys. 

In patriot picture, what may raise, 

Qf insoJent attempts, a warip disdain y ^ 

From Hope's triumphant sutpmit throwtK 

Like darted lightning, swifjtiy down 

The wealth ot Ind, and confidence of Spain. 

\»i. 
Britannia shea,tha.her courage keen. 
And spares her. ni;rous magazine ; 
Her cannon, slumber, till the proud aspire. 
And leave all law below them; then they blaxcl 
Thy thunder from resounding seas, 
Touch'd by their injur'd master^ soubofj 

* Ho-^seot'JLorcis. 



24 •6Bt. 

Vfff. 

Then furies rise! thtbattltnveit 
And rends the skies, an4 warms the wavesl 
And calls a tempest from the peaceful deep. 
In spite of Nature* spite of Jove, 
While all serene^ and hush'd above, 
Tumultooua winds in aaure chambers sleep. 

IX. 

A thousand deaths the bursting bomb 

Hurls from her dtsembowei'd womb ; 50 

Chained, glowing globes, in dreadalliance join'd, 

Red-wjng*d by strong sulphoreous blasts. 

Sweep in black whirlwinds, men and masts. 

And leave sing'd, naked, blood-drown*d decks behind. 

Dwarf laurels rise in tent?d fields; 

The wreath immortal Ocean yields; 

There War's whole sting is shot, whole fire is spent. 

Whole glory blooms. How pale, how tame. 

How lambent, is BelIona*s flame I 

IIow her storms languish on the Continent ! 60 

.xr. 

From the dread front of ancient War 

Less terror fro wn'd; her sithed car. 

Her castled, elephant, and batt'ring beam. 

Stoop to those engines which deny- 

Superior terrors to the sky, 

kiid bout ^l^eirclouds, their thunder, and their flame. 



•DtS. >5 

XI f. 

The flame^ the thunder, and the cloud. 
The Jiight by day, the sea of blood. 
Hosts whiri'd in air, the yell of sinking t|irong$. 
The graveless dead, an ocean warm'd, 70 

'A~ firmament by mortals stortnM, 
To patient Britain's angry brow belongas* 

XMI. 

Or do I dream? or do I rave? ■ . 

Or see I Vulcan's sooty cave^ 

Where Jove's red bolta the giant-b'rothtrsf^anm? 

Those 8ivarth3^gods.of tollandheat, 

Xioud peals on mountains anViU beat. 

And pantingtempests rouse the roaring fiame. 

XIV. 

Ye sons of JEliiA ! hear my call j 

Unfinish'd let those baubles fall, • So 

Yon* shield of Mars, Minerva's helmet blue: 

Your strokes suspend, ye brawny Throng I 

Charm'd by the magic of my song 

prop the feign'd thunder, and attempt the true. • 

XV. 

Begin ; and, first take rapid flight, * . 
Fierce flame, and cloitds of t hkkest night. 
And ghastly terror,.paIer.than the dead; 
Then borrow from the North his roar. 
Mix groans, and deaths ; one phial pour 

■' ■ ' I ■ ■ ■ I —i ■ ■! ■ I I I ■ ■ I I. ■ ■ ■ 1 I I 1 I I ■ ■ 

* Alluding to Virgil's description of thunder. 



a6 ODU* 

Of wrong'd Britannia's wrath ; and it is made ; 60 
Gaul starts and treiaibles-- -at yow dreidful trade. 



ao^j- 



ODE THE SECOND. 

in wbUb is the Saiior** fr^^v h^m* mtgagimgaim 

r. 

So lbnn*d the bolt orda!ki*d to break 
Gaul's haughty plan^ and Bourbon shake. 
If Britain's crimes support not Britain's fbce. 
And edge their swords. O Pow*r Divinbl 
If bless'd by thee the bold design* 
Embattled hosta a siogte arm o'erthraws. 

It. 
Ye warlike Dead I who ftU of old ' 
In Britain's cause, by fanie enrol I'd 
In deathless annal I deathless deeds inspire ; 
From oozy bedt^ for Britain'a sake» 10 

Awake, illustrious Chiefs I awake« 
And kindle in your eont paternal fire. 

III. 
The day cemmistioaM from above. 
Our worth (a weigh, our hearts to piove. 
If war's full shock too feeble to sustain. 
Or firm to stand its final blow. 
When vital streams iof blood shall flow. 
And turn to crimson the dlscolour'd main ; 



IT. 

That day '6 amr*d, that fiiul hour(-^« 

'^ Hear us, O hear, Almii^ty Pow'r! 20 

" Ouf guide in oouniel, and our strength in fight ! 

'^ Now war's important die it thrown* 

*f If left the day to man alone* 

'' Hpw hlind is Wisdom* and how weak is Might f 

V. 

" Lf t prostrate hewts* and awful ftar* 

'* And deep remorse* and sight sincere 

** For Britain's guilt the wiath divine appease ; 

" A wrath more formidable for 

" Than angry Nature's wasteful war, 

'* Jht whirl of tempests* and the roar of seas. jo 

*' From out the df ep tq thee we cry* 

'* To thee, at Nature's helm on high I 

'' Steer thou our conduct* dtead Omnipotence J 

'* To thee for succour we resort; 

^' Thy fjivour is onr only port; 

'' Our only rock of safety thy defence. 

VII, 

'< O Thou I to whom the lions roar, 

*' And, not unheard* thy boon implcrel 

'* Thy throne our bursts of cannon Iqu4 ix^vake: 

** Thou can'st arrest the flying ball, ^ 

" Or $end it back* and bid it fall 

" On tlmse ton whose pioud deck the thunder I 



3t C9Ef» 

VI IF. 

*' Britain in vain extends her^are 

'* To climes remote * for aids in vrar ; 

" Still farther roust it Stretch to cnibh the f«e: 

" There 's one alliance^ one alone, 

** Can crown her arms, or fix her throne, 

"And that aiiiance is not found beJow. 

IX. 

''Ally Supreme! we turn to thee; 

" We learn obedience from the sea; 50 

" With seas and winds, henceforth, thy lawsful&l; 

'< 'Tis thine our blood to fieese or warm, 

*' To rouse or hush the roartialstorm, 

" Aud turn the tide of conquest at thy will. 

X. 

" 'Tis thine to beam sublime renown, 

*' Or quench the ((lories of a crown; 

" 'Tis ihine to doom, 'tis thine fh>m Death to fiee« 

*' To turn aside his levell'd dart, 

" Or pluck it from the bleedinjif heart ! — 

* < There, we cast anchor^ we eoofide in thee.> 60 

Xf. 

** Thou ! wholsast teught the Korth to roar, 

*' And streaming t lights nocturnal pour 

** OCfJrightfui aspect ! when proud foes invadej 

'^Their blasted pride with dread to seize, 

"* y^idBrltain's flags, as meteors, blaze, 

." Ami Ceiirge depute to thunder in thy stead. 
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XII. 

** thil right alofie i$ bold aitd ittotfgi 

*' Black hov*ring clouds appal the wrong 

*' Wiih dreftd of vengeance.— Nature's awful Sire t 

** t«e6s than on6 nioment shouldst tho'tt frown^, ^a 

'* Whene is Puissance and Renown? 

«* Thrones tremble^ empires siok^ or worlds «xptr«« 

JKIII^ 

** Let George the just chastise the Vain. 

'* Thou! who dost curb the rebel tnain^ 

" Tq mount the shore when boiling billows raVe 1 

** Bid Georg«rep>el a bolder tide, 

** The boundless swell of Gallic pride^ 

*' And check Ambition's overwhelming wate^ 

xir. 
^' And when (all milder means withstood) 
'« Atnbitlon iam'd by los^ of blood Ig 

" Regains her reason ; then» on angels' wings, 
<* Let Peace descend^ and shooting greets 
" With peals of joy^ Britannia's fleets 
" Hdw richly freighted 1 it triumphant brings 
** The poise of kingdoms and the fate of kings,'^ 
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PREFACE. 

A PlNDARiC carrier a formidable tound; hut there m 

nothing JormidabU in the true nature of it, ojwhicb (with utmost 

submission) 1 conceive the critics have bilberlo entertaintd « 

false idea, Pindar is as natural as Anacreon though not sp 

familiar ; as a fixed star is as much in the bounds rf nature as 

a flower ofthefeldt though less obvious ^ and of greater digmijf^ 

This it not the received notion of Pindar : i shall therefore spon 

support at l^rge that hint which is nowgiven* 

Trade is a very noble subject initself more proper than arty for 
an Englishman, and particularly seasonable at this juneturom 

fVe have more specimens rf good wrilinginevety provinc£lhas% 
in the sublime, our twofamous epic poem* excepted, I was will" 
ing to mtike an attemtt where I bad the fewest rivals* 
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^y onnaiing tbU 6dt, any man has afuV.ertiia cfthe rial 
intirest, or possible glory, of bit country than before, or « 
stronger impression from it, or a warmer concern/or //, / give 
■up to the critic any further reputation. 

We have many copies and innelalions that passfcroriglnats* 

'S'ki* Ode, I humbly conceive, is an original, though itproftssee 

imitatioH, No man can be 4ike Pindar, by imitating any of hie 

particular vorke, any more than like Bapbael, by copying tba 

CartooK*. The getuus and spirit of such great men mtut be 

■collected from the whole; and when thus we are possessed of it, 

ifie must exert its energy in subjects and designs of our own* 

'JPfothing is sa unpindarical as following Pinaar on the fooU 

tj^indar is an original ; and he must be so too who would be like 

findar in that which is the greatest praise* Nothing so unliia 

4U a dose co^ and a noble original* 

As for length, l*indar has an unbroken ode of six hundred 
Hnts. Nott}ing is long or short in writing , but relatively io tb^ 
4lomand of the oubject, and the manner of treating ii, A disticb 
Hi^ be long, and a folio short. However, I have broken tbi* 
Cde.intostrains, 4ach of*wbich may be considered as a separate 
ode, if you please. And if the variety and futnesr of matter be 
^considered, i am rather apprehensive of danger from brtviyin 
4bis Ode, than from length. But lank wriitng is what I think 
aught most to be declined, if /or nothing else, for ourplenty ^ it. 
The ode is the most spirited kind of poetry , and the P.ndarick 
is the mast spirited kind ef ode. This i speak at my own very 
^eat peril; but truth hae an eternal tiilo to our confession, 
though we are sure io suffer by it. 






THEOde consists of a Prelude; five Strains; a Moral; 
a Close -f and a Chorus. 

PRILUDB. 

The Proposition. An address to the Vessel that brought 
ov^r the King, Who should sing on this ocic3sioii» 
Pindarick boast. 

Strain I. How the King attended. A prospect of hap- 
piness. Im|ustry. A surprising instance of it in Old 
l$.oine. The mischief of frloth. What happinesa is. 
Sloth its greatest enemy. Trad$ natural to Britaiq. 
Trade involved'. Described. What thegreatest hutnai| 
excellence. The praise of wealth. Its use, abuse, end. 
The variety of Nature. The fioal iqaoral cause of it. 
The benefit of man's necessities. Britain's navaf 
stores. She makes all nature serviceable to her end. 
Of Reason. Its excellence. How we- should form ouy 
estimate of things* Reason's difficult task. Why the 
first gipry her's. Her effects in Old Britain. 

Strain II. Arts from commerce. Why Britain should 
pursue it. What wealth includes. An historical di-* 
gres$ion, ivhich kind is most frequent in Pindar, The 
wealth and wonderful glory of Tyre. The approach 
of her ruin. Thecauseof it. Hercrimes through all 
ranks and orders. Her miserjibte fall. The neighbouf-?. 
ing king'sjust reflection on it. An awful image of the 
Divine power and vengeance. From what lyre fel II 
and how deep her ca-lamity. 

Strain 11). A4) inference from tl^is history. Advice to 
jBritain. Moreproper in her than other nations. How 
far the stroke of tyranny reaches. W Hat supports our 
cndeaviDurs.' The unconsidered benefits of liberty. Bri-i^ 
tain's obligatipD to pprsue trade. Why above half the 
globe is sea. Britain's grandeur from her situation. 
The winds, the seas, the constellations' described. 
Sir Isaac Njiwton's praise. Britain compared witl| 
other states.' The leviathan described. Britain's site 



COS TINTS* }{ 

«fi4 ancient title to the s^as. Wbon^raftTiefr Of 
Venice. Holland. Some despise trade as mean ; cen- 
sured for it.. Trade'sglory. The late Caar. Solomon. 
A surprising instance of magnificence. The mer- 
chant's dignity. Compared with men of letters. 

Strain IV. Pindar invoked. His praise. Britain should 
decline wtlf, biit boldly assert her trade. Encouraged 
from the throne. Britain's condition without trade. 
Trade's character, and surprising deeds. Carthage. 
Solomon's temple. St. Paul's church. The miser'a 
character. The wonderful effects of trade/ Why re- 
ligion recommended tovthe merchant. What&lsejoy. 

''^ w hat true. What religion is to the Merchant. Why 
.trade more glorious in Britons than others. How 
warmly and bow long to be pursued by us. Th^ Bri- 
ton's legacy. Columbus. His praise. America de- 
scribed. Worlds stilt unknown. Queen ElizabetA. 
King George II.; his glory navally represented. 

Strain V. What is the bound of Britain's power. Be- 

iond that of the must famed in history. The sign 
<yra. What the constellations are. Argo. Trie 
Whale. The' Dolphin. Eridanus. The Lion. Libra. 
Virgo. Berenice* The British ladies censured.' The 
MouIl^ What the sea is. Apostrophe to the Em- 
peror. The Spanish Armada. How Britain should 
speak her resentment. What gives power. What 
natives do in war. Ttie Tartar.' Mogul. Africa. China^ 
Who master of the world. What the history of the 
world is. Thegenealogy of glory. Mistakes about it. 
Peace the Merchant's harvest. Ships ofdivine origin* 
Merchantsambassadors* The Briton's voyage. Praise 
the food of glory, Britain's record. 

THEMOBAL. 

The most happy should be the most virtuous. Of eter** 
nity. WhatBritain'sart should be. When<;e slavery. 

THK CLOSE. 

This subject now first sung. How sung. Preferable t» 
Pindar's subjest. How Britain should be sung by all. 

eHORUS, 

Diij 



THE MERCHANt, 

AN OD£ 

On ibf Britiib Ir^dt and n4viga^oih 

to H^S ORApS TgE DCks Of CHAMDOS. 

?■/» trri «Tpo«"0^o<, 

h xo<r^ii/r. PINQ. NEK* Ode vi. 

Fa&t by the surge my limbs are spread^ 

The nayal oak nods o'er my head. 

The winds are loud, the waves tomult'ous roll; 

Ye winds ! indulge yonr rage no niqre; 

Ye sounding billows cease to roar : 

The god descends, apd transports warm i^fiy soul. 

ir. 
The waves a^e hi^sh'd, the winds are spent ; . . 
This kingdom, from the kingdoms rent, 
I celebrate in song. Fam*d Isle ! no less, 
l^y Nature's favour, from mankind, ^o 

Than by the foaming sea disjoined ; 
Aloite In blissl an isle in happinesf!! . 



* V 



III.' 

^o* t^ate and Time have damp'd my strain^^ 

Tho' youth no longer fires my veins, 

Tho' slow their streams in this cold climate rui^^ 

The royal e^e dispels my cares, 

Recalls the warmth of blooming years; 

Returning George supplies the distant sun, 

iv. 
Away, my Soul ! salute the Pine, ^ 
That glads the heart of Caroline, 2p 

|ts grand deposit faithful to restore; 
Salute the bark that ne'er should hold 
So rich a freight in gems or gold. 
And loaded from both Indies would be poor. 

V, 

My Soul 1 to thee she spreads her sails; 

Their bossms fill with sacred gales; 

\yith«inspication from the Godhead warm; 

Now bound for an eternal clime^ 

P send her down the tide of time, 

Snatch'd fiom oblivion, and secure from stonq. to 

* • • 

Or teach this flag like that to so^r, 
Which gods of old and heroes bore; 

Bid her a British constellation risc^ 

The sea she scorns; and now shall bound 

0n lofty billows of sweet sound: 

I am her jpilot, and her port the skies 1 

? The vessel in which the King cam$ over. 
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▼II. 

Dare you to siag, ye twinkling Train ! 

Silence, ye Wretched! ye Profane 1 

Who fthackfe prose, and boast of absent gods; 

Who murder though t^ and numbers maim, 40 

Who write Pindaricks cold and lame« 

And labour stiff Anacreontic odes. 

VIII. 

Te lawful sons of Genius, ris€ I 

Of genuine title to the skies; 

Ye founts of Learniogl and ye mints of Fame t 

You who file off the mortal part 

Of glowing thought with Attic art. 

And drink pure song from Cam*s or Isis' stream* 

tx. 
I.gtow, I burn ! the numbers pure, 
High-flavour'd, delicate, mature, ^q 

Spontaneous stream from my unlabour'd breast; 
As when full-ripen*d teems the vine^ 
The gen'rous bursts of willing wine 
Pistil nectaieous from the grape uDpress*d, 

STRAIN I. 
I. 

" Our monarch comes ! nor comes alone!" 
What shining forms surround his throne, 
O sun 1 as planets thee. To my loud strain 
See Peace, by Wisdom led, advance; 
The Grace, the Muse, the Season, dance t 
And Plenty spreads behind her flowing train! 



0DE8. fl 

f Our monarch comes ! nor comes alone t^ 

New glories kindle round his throne, y ^ ♦ 

The visions rise! I triumph as I gaae, 

By Pindar led, I turned of laie '' l# 

The volume dark, the folds of Fate, 

ilnd now am present to the future blaze. 

III. 
By Ceofge and Jove it is decreed. 
The mighty Months in pomp proceed. 
Fair daughters of the Sun !-r— O thou divine, 
Bless'd Industry ! ^ smiling earth 
From thee alone derives its birth ; 
By thee the ploughshare and its master shine. 

IV. 

Froip thee, mast, cable, anchor, oar, 

From thee the cannon, and his roar; 30 

On oaks nura'd, rear'd by thee, wealth, eii^pire groiarm 

O golden fruit ! oak well might prove ' 

The sacred tree, the tree of Jove ; 

All Joffi can give the naval oak bestow9w 

AVhat cannot Industry complete ? 

When punic war first dam'd, the great. 

Bold, active, anient Roman Fathers meet; 

*' Fell all your groves,'* a Flamen cries ; • 

As soon they fall, as soon they rise ; 

Qnp moon a forest, and the next a fleet. 30 



Vf. 

Is sloth indulgence? ^tis a tdi; 

Enervates man^ and damns the soil ; 

Defeats creation, plunges in distress^ 

Cankers our being; ^11 devours. 

A full exertion of our pow'FS^ . 

Thence, and thence only, glows our hmppiists^ 

Vil. 

The stream may staghate, yet be clea)r>. . 

The sun suspend his swift career. 

Yet healthy Nature feel her wonted forces 

Ere man his active springs resign'^, 40 

Can rust in body and in mind. 

Yet taste of bliss^ of which he chokes the source^ 

VIII, 

Where, Industry ! thy daughter fair ? 

Recall her to her native air: 

Here was Tmde born, here bred, here ffourish'd long; 

And ever shall she flourish- here: 

What tho' she languish'd ? 'twas but fear ; 

She 's sound of heart ; ba constitution 's strongs 

Wake, sting her up.' Ti'at^e ! lean lio more 

On thy fix'd anchor; push from shore ; jo 

Earth lies before thee, e^'ry climate court. 

And see i she '« roused; absolv'<lfromfears^ 

Her brow in cIoudI«s$ asure rears, 

Steads all her sail^ »nd opens ev'ry port. 



X. 

See, cherished by her sister. Peace, 
She levies gain on «Y'ry Flace^ 
Religion, habit, custom, tongue, and name I 
Again she travels vf ith the sun, 
Again she draws a golden zone, 59 

](lound ^artb and main; bright zone of wealth and 

zi» [fame! 

Ten thousand active hands, that hung 
In shameful sloth, with nerves unstrung, ^ 

The nation's languid load, defy the storms. 
The sheets unfurl, and anchors weigh. 
The long-moor'd vessels wing to sea. 
Worlds worlds salute, and peopled ocean swarms* 

Xit. 

His sons, Po, Ganges, Danube, Nile, 

Their sedgy foreheads lift and smiley 

Their urns inverted prodigally pour 

Streams charg'd with wealth, and vow to buy 70 

Britannia for. their great ally, 

\V ith climes paid down. W hat can the gods do more t 

XIII. 

Cold Russia costly furs, from far 

Hot China sends her painted jar, 

France gen'rous wines to crown it, Arab sweef. 

With gales of incense swells our sails, ■ ' • 

Nor distant Ind our Merchant faib. 

Her richest ore the ballast of our fleet. 



^ •DEI. , 

XXI r. 

How various Kaiafc t iurgidgnin, 

Here nodding, floats the golden plain; 

There worms weav»»iikcn webs, here glawiaf vines 

Lay forth their purpte to the son : i jo 

Beneath the soil there harvests run, 

And kings' revenues lipen in the minet. 

xxiti. 
What 's various Nature ? ait divine, 
^Man's soul to soften and rfefine: 
Heav*n different growths to diff'tentlands impaita« 
That all may stand in med of all. 
And int'rest draw aroimd the ball 
A net to catch and j«an all human hearta. 

Thus has the great Creator's pen^ 

His law supreme to mortal nien« t^pi 

In their necessities distinctly wfh: 

Ev'u appetite supplies the place 

Of absent virtue, ab^m grace,. 

And human want performs tor human vit« 

XXV. 

Vast naval ensigns strow*d around» 

The wond'ring foreigner confouittd : 

How standf ihe.,d^poaW*.d Continent aghast^ 

As her proud sceptred. «4ins.survey» 

At ev'ry port, on ev'ry qmy, , ... ..,.. .. • 

nugeiuo^ntainar^Af<aW«»ati^Ki.i|»itAi c i^o 
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Th* unwietdy tun t the pood'rous iMile4 
Each prince his owa clime set to sale 
Sees here, by jMitfjectft of a British king* 
How earth's abridg'd! all fiatibof J'atige 
A narrov^ spplf o«irthroiig'<l Excl»og«, . 
And send the streams of plenty from Ibeir fpting* 

XXVfi« 

Kor earth a1o9e,«n'N«Uire bends 

In aid to Britain's glorliOHS ends* 

Toils she in ^mdf ? or bteeds in honest wars ? 

Her keel each yielding sea enthrals^ 169 

£acb willing wind ber canvass- eHUs; 

He r pilot ititiof aervice lists the statik 

Xxvxti^ 
In size confin'd^ and ^mbjy made. 
What tho' we creep beneath, the shade, 
A nd seem as emniets on ^bis poi^i^ th^ bail 7 
J^v'n bid H$ rays transpierce Uie whole,, 
And, giving goiiil^t reason, gave us aU» ■•: 

»XlX* ' . . . 
Then golden chain 'twi^ii God: and men, 
Bless'd Reason!! -gaide lay life and pen; tf9 

Heav*n lighted up' the human soui, - 
AllH Is, lilsmghosls^ Hy trembling at thy Hght, , 
V^ ho thee obeys reigns pvdr all;. ': 
Smiles, the' ihe aiars around hvn fall,; 
AOodis noughtdolseasoi^intfiiite^ - . 
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XXX. 

The man of reason is a god. 

Who scorns to stoop to Fortune'c nod ; 

Sole agent be beneath the shining sphere. 

Others are passive, are impell'd. 

Are frlghten*d« flatter'd, sunk or awdl'd^ 

As Accident is pleas'S to domineer. ita 

xxxr. 
Our hopes and fears are much to blame; 
Shall monarchs awe ? or crowns inflame ? 
From gross mistake or idle tumult springs: 
Those men the silly world dlSBrm« 
Elude (he dart, dissolve the charm. 
Who know the slender woith of men and tfaingau 

' XXXII. 

The present object, present daf. 

Are idle phantoms, and away t 

What 's lasting only does exist. Know this. 

Life, fame, friends, freedom, empire call ; 190 

Peace, commerce, freedom, nobly hl\. 

To launch us on the flood of endless biist. 

XXXtff. 

How foreign these, tho*most in view! 

Co, look your whole existence thro* 

Thence form your rule; thence fix youtestiinat* ; 

For so the gods. But as the gains 

How great the toil ? 'twill cost more paiiit 

7*0 vanquish folly than veduf e a state. 
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Heoce, Reason I tbe fif st RBlm u tWaef 

Old Britain learnM from thee to shine : 200 

By thee, Xfade's warming thtong,.gay Freedom?* 

Armie«, in waroffatalfrowi^ twie* 

Of peace the pride, Arts flowing d«WJi, 

Xorich, exalv^««<^» instruct ouf isle, 

eTRAI^ IX. 

CoMMEECB giye&art« as. well as gain; 
3y Commence wafted o'er the rnain^ 
They barh'rons climes eoiighten as they run; 
Arts, tbe rich traffic of the foul I 
Sklay travel ihu^ from jptole io pole^ 
And gild the world with learning's brighter sun. 

II, 
Commerce gives learning, virtue, gold ! 
fly Cummeice then ye Britons bold, 
|niir*d to winds and seas ! lesl gods repent : 
The gods that thron'd you in the wave, HB 

And, as the trident's emblem, gave 
A triple realm that awes the continent b 

III. 
And ftwes with wealth ; for wealth is pow'r: 
When Jove descends, a golden sbow'r^ 
•Tis navies, armies, empire, all in onew— — — 
View, emiilate, outshine old Tyre i 
In scarlet rob*d, with gems on fire. 
Her Merchants princes i ev'ry deck a throne * 

e . £iij 
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tr. 

8he sat an emprets! ftw'd the flood! • ' - 

Her stable column 6cean trod ; 9« 

6be callM the nations, and she caTIM th« seas. 

By both obey'd; the Syrian sings; ' 

The Cyprian's art her viol strings ;« 

Togarmah's steed along her valley neighs, 

V. 

The fir of Senir malces her floor. 

And Bashan's oak, transform'd, her oar; 

High Lebanon her mast; far Dedan warms 

Her mantled host ; Arabia feeds; 

Her sail of parple Egypt spreads ; 

Arvad sends mariners; the Pci^i^n arms, }• 

The world's last limit bounds her fame. 
The Golden City was her name! 
Those stars on earth, the topaz, onyx, blase 
Beneath her foot. Extent of cOast, 
And lich as Nile's, let others boast, 
Her's the far nobler harvest of ihb seas, 

VII. 

O Merchant Land ! as £den fair ! 

Ancient-of Bmpirest Nature's rare I 

The strength of Ocean I head of Plenty^ Springs! 

The pride of istirs ! inAvarsrever'dl 40 

Mother of crafts! Ibv'd ! ^i^ourted I fear'd! 

Pilot of kingdoms! and support offings {* 
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Great mart of Natioii^«H*but siifc ftll : 
Her pamper'^ sona revolt f jvM h' 
Against hU fav'rite isle loud loarsthe Main I 
The tempest howls 1 her sculptur'd doiae 
Soon the wolfs rdfoge, dragon's home! 
The land on« altar t a whole people %Uiai . 

IX* ' 

The destin*d Day puts onher frown; /*" 

The sable hour is coming do wn ; §m 

She 's on her march from yon' almighty thcone : 

The svTord and storm are in her hand; 

She trumpets shrill her dread command : 

Park be th«f iigh.t of earth, the bbasi unknown t 

For^ oh I her'sim» as red as bloodj ' . 

As crimson deep» outcry the flood t; - . 

The Queen of Trade is bought^ once wise and just ; . 

Kow venal is her council's tongue : 

How riot, violence, and wrong. 

Turn gold to dross, her blossom into du«t I . . . 6q 

To things inglorious, far ben&th 
Those high-born ^ouls they proudly breathe, 
fler sordid nibbles sink ! her mighty bow 1 
Is it for this the groves around 
Return the tabret's sprightly sound?- 
|s U for this the grea\ 0Jt|es.tQ9% the brow ? 
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What burning fiettA^Mrat bMlkartii^itll^ 

To nu4>tials cold hoW (^ow« tiv ▼ein^ 
ConfoiiDclta9]iliiAdBdx:4yiid laiskadjnf ri 
The spurious iorfl If n'er tbe iuid, - ' • 
Bold BJasphemjp idMtt najw k stand . 
Assault the ^y,:«iid |Nr«pdisli «U ber aigfaU . 

Tyre's artican^ sfwdjotator,. 

^r Merchant, $agje, big man of irar, 

Her judge, hep puDph^t, nay^ her hoaigrtaidd^ 

Whose brows u'jth wisdom should b&croiPli'^, 

Hier very priests in^ guiU abound c 

flence the world-'sctdar all her hoiMiis ilMd&< 

What dearth oftruA^ what (hirst af ji^ldl 
Chiefs warm in peaee, in battle co^d \ 
What youth unlettep'd! base ones lifted bigill 
What public boasts! what private viewsl 
What desert temples 1 crowded stews ! 
What woineo— fTactls'd but to roll an cfe I 

O soul of heart I her fairest dathet 

Decline the sun's intruding beams. 

To mad the midnight in their gloomy iMitiiitt. 

Alas! there is who sees them ihtre; 

There is who flatters not the fair. 

When cymbals Hnrkle, and thevir^g^^hnill* 



xvr. 
|Ie sees, and thunders !-»Now in rain 
The courser paws and foams the rein, 
And chariots stream along the printed soil : 
In vain her high presnmpt*ous air. 
In gorgeous vestments^ rich and rare^ 
O'er lier proud sliouJder throws the poor man's toil. 

In robes or gems^ her costly stain, ' 

Green, scarlet, aaure, shine in vain I 

In vain their golden Heads her turrets near; 

In vain high flavourM, foreign fmitSj lOO 

Bidonian oils, and Lydian luteSi 

Glide o'er her tongue^ and melt upotxherear. 

XVI ir. 
In vain wine flows in various atreams^ -I 
IVith helm and spear each pillar gleams ; - * 

Damascus; vainl unfolds (he glossy storey . 
T.be golden wedgcfrom Ophir's coasts, ' 
From Ariab incense, vaini she Masts ;- 
Vain are her gods; and vtinly men adoia;. . . 

SIX. 

Bell falls! theifalghty Nebo bcodsl :! 
The nations hiss 1 her glory endsil' ■ ito 

To shipa, berconfidence4 she Aies>fironifbes| > 
Foesmeet her there X the wind, tbd wave, . . 
That once aid, atrengtb, landgrandaur gave, 
Flunga heT'ia seaaiinm wbicb her is,loty ros9v 



|0 tMt. 

~ XX* 

Her iv'ry deck, ^ttbroider*^ sail. 

And mast of cedar^ nought «vaU,. 

Or pilot le^rn'd I she sinks, nor ^ii^ks aloUft; 

Her gods sink with iierl to the sky* 

Which never mote shftli imeet ber.«ye» 

She sends her soul out iofom 4r««tf^ &i^ii» i2» 

XMa 

What tho' so vast her naval .m^t» 

In her first dawnM the 3i-itish right» 

All flags ahas'd.ber raa-dorpiauHX gtrnx * 

Wiiat !ho' she IpQ^er warr'd thm-Yfloy ? 

At length her foes th^tisie ^tnj, 

Whose cDB^pMfet aaM'M .as;far as jaii'iUier leer. ^^ 

The kings she clMbM in purple alsdot 

Their awfut braws: '* Oibul miatidEei. 

«' O fatal p(idel (llie^£Fy> this, this is sM 

<^ Who said — ^W^ithmy owuiartandam,. . < 4fi 

" In the world's wtaMi I w^ap ■nr«3Hm«-«'** 

*' And swellklatlieart, ^aiDtdifs^ oC thr ami 

3U[in« 
«* This, this is sbe'.iHiodnetnly^Diur'de ' 
<« (Alas 1 how low to-^be adorVj^ • - . : ' . . . v ... . « 
«' And aAyM»raclfiai&ad N«-<*Ttod!;«lomi^ n^rt c 
<' This eagle^islt bif thunder boroi'^ u < • . .- 
'< High-fed hQriraiM9iviih.JuiRiiiiB|^e^ -.^ 
** And woqld<ha«» baitt<faenneatftflMBgitiie4t»rB. . 



" But, ah, frail Man! bow impotent 

" To stand He9v'ii*9 vtng^ince, or pr^v^irt I 14a 

*' To turn aside the gre»t Creator's aim I 

^' Shall isIaBd-lt^ngt with }yn] contend,, 

** Who n>akes the poles beneath him bend^ 

*'^And shall drink up the sea herself wUb flame ? 

XXV. 

«• Earth, ether, ei»pyrcui0„bowr, 

«' When from the bfawn mountain's bro*r • 

" The God of Battles takes his mighty bow: 

*' Of wrath prepares to pour the flood, 

^^ Puts on his vesture c^ipp'd In bloody 

*' And marches out to scourge (he world below. . 150 

XX V.I. 

*' Ah wretched Isle ! once cali'd the Great I 

" Ah wretched Isle; and wis^ too latel 

" The vengeance of Jehovah is gone Ottt; 

*' Thy luxury, corruption, pride, 

<* And freedom lost, the realms deride, 

*' Ador'd thee standing, o'er thy ruins fihcmt ? . 

'^XVII. 

<* To scourge with war, ^ peace bestow, 

•* Was thine, O falleni fellen low I 

** 'Twas thine of jarring thrones to still'd^bates: • • 

** How ait thou fallen^ down, dowii, dow.nl , . j^ 

'* Wide waste, and n%ht and horrorfrown, 

*' Where empire flam'tf in gold and balaacM M«te$l*^ 



S3 ODIS. 

STBAfir I If* 

1. 
Hbnc£ leanii as hearts are foul tr pifM'^ 
Our fortune? wither or endure : 
Nations may thrive or perish by the wave. 
What storms from Jove's unwilling' frown, 
. A people's crimes solicit down ! 
Ocean 's the womb of riches and the grave* 

II. 
This truth, O Britain 1 ponder well ; 
Virtues should rise as fortunes swell. 
What is large property ? — the sign of good. 
Of worth superior : if 'tis less, lo 

Another's treasure we possess. 
And charge the gods with favours miabestow'cL 

III. / 
This counsel suits Britannia's isle, 
High-flush'd with wealth and Freedom's smile : 
To vassals prtson'd in the Continent, 
Who starve at home, on meagre toil. 
And suck to death their mother soil, 
*Twere useless caution, and a truth mispent. 

IT. 

Fell tyrants strike beyond the bone. 

And wound the soul ; bow genius down, 20 

^^y virtue waste I For worth or arts who strala. 

To throw them at a monster's foot f 

'Tis property supports pursuit. 

Freedom gives eloquence, and freedom gain. 



ODBS» II 

V. 

She pours the thought, and forms the «tyTe; ' 

She makes the blood and spirits boil : 

I feel hef now I and rouse, and rise, and rave 

In Theban song. O Muse! not thine. 

Verse is gay Freedom's gift divine. 

The man that can think greatly is no slave. 30 

VI. 

Others may traffic if they please; 

Britain, fair daughter of the Seas, 

Is born for trade, to plough her field, the wave. 

And reap the growth of ev'ry coast : 

A speck of land 1 but let her boast 

Gods gave the world, when they the waters gave* 

Britain ! behold the world's wide face ; 

Not cover'd half with solid space. 

Three parts are fluid. Empire of the sea I 

And why ? for commerce. Ocean streams 40 

For that, thro' all his various names; 

And if for commerce. Ocean flows for thee, 

VIII. 

Britain, like some great potentate 
Of Eastern clime, retires in state. 
Shuts out the nations! Would si prince draw nigh ? 
He passes her strong guards, the ^aves. 
Of servant winds admission craves. 
Her empire has no neighbour but the sky, 
VgluJM IF. ^ F 



14 

Ther«are|ifTfri*ii^s; soft Zepfayc tb«r« 

Keen Eunis, Notus never fair, SO 

Rough Boreas burstini; from the poI« ; all uTge« 

And urge for her, their various toil ; 

The Caspian, the broad Baltic, boil. 

And Into liiie the dead Pacific scourge. 

There are her friends, a mashall'd train! 

A golden host! and axure plain 1 

By turns do duty, and by turns retreat : 

They may retreat, but not from her; 

The stars that quit this hemispliere. 

Must quit the skies to want a British fleet. 6q 

xr. 
Hyad, for her, leans o*er her urn; 
For her Orion's i^lories burn. 
The Pleiads gleam. For Britons set and rise 
The fair fac'J sons of Mazaroth, 
Near the deep chambers of the Souths 
The raging dog that fires tbe midoight skies* , 

. xn.. 
These nations New|.on made his own ; 
All intimate with him alone, .. 
His mighty, soul did! like a giant, run 
To the last vol-ume's closing star; 70 

Decipher'd ev*ry character: 
His reason poiv*d new light upon.the sua. 



Xtlt. 

Lret the proud brotbers of^h^ I>n4 
Smile at our rock and barren strand; 
Not sacli the sea : let Fohe's ancioit line 
Vast tracks and ample beings vaunt; 
The camel low, snia>Ii elephant; 
O Britain ! the leviathan is thine* 

XIV. 

Leviathan 1 whom Haiure'?.stdft ' ' 

Brought forth heriaiigest piece of life I ^ 

He sleeps anisle i lu« Upovts the billows Wfirm f 
Dreadful Leviathan M by spout 
Invades the skies; the 9tar» are out: - 
He drinks a river, JindvjediS'a stonib 

XT. . 

Th' Atlantic surge vmond rottr shore, ' ' 

^German and Caledonian roar; 

Their mighty Genii hold us in their Jap.*-- , _ ; 

Hear Egbert, Edgar, Etiieti ed; . 

*^ The sea^ are oui$,^'-uthe MoiAinrht^aidr'**' 

The Floods their biUids,v«heit) Inods Uw;N;atioo6 6fti|l. 

Whenceisani^al'thMrtoriae? > - ^ 

Can he be found lienoatii tiie skies ? . 
No, tbisfe'chc]^ dvy«n tfaarcan give B«itain4bart 
The pow'rs of bartb, byitval aim. 
Her grandeur 4but the more tprechaini; , . • 
QAcd prove Ortir^diitflUiCe inojt -w tltey dtafr-tlttir. 



|6 eDtf» 

XVIt. 

proud Venice sits amid'th^waves. 

Her foot ambitious Ocean laves : 

Art's noblest boast 1 but, O i vhat wondrous odds 

'Twixt Venice and Britannia's isle ? too 

'Twixt mortal and immortal toil? 

Britannia is a Venice biiilt by gods. 

XYIIL 

Let Holland triumph o'er her fat$. 
But not o^er friends by whom she rose ; 
The child of Britain * and shall she contend? 
It were no less than parricide^— — «» 
What wonders rise from out the tide! 
Her High and Mighty to the rudder bend. 

XIX. 

And are there, then, of tofty brow, 

Who think trade mean^ and soom to bow xxo 

So far beneath, the scale of noble birth ? 

Alas ! these chiefs but little know 

Commerce-how high, themselves bow low^ 

The aons of JMibics are the sons'of earth. ^ 

.xr. 
*^nd what have earth's meansontto do 
But reap her fruits, and warm- pursue .. 
The warldfs chief good, not glat on othersVtoil f 
High Commerce from the gods came dOwn« 
With compass, chart, and ttanry crowa. 
Their delegate t<> make^tbe nations $9iile. . tfto 



Blush, i9)d Miold the HusaiM how ; i 

From forty crowns hh imglity brow 

*To tra<le-f>-to tqU hfi tiif ns liis.glorioue handi 

That arrt which ftwept th^ hlqqdy field, : 

jSeeJ the huge Axe or hanuner .wield. 

While sceptrea wifdi, «nid thso^es io^titiit staiid* ' 

O fthvme «o BubJecUl ii(4t jrenoANi^ 

Matchless example to the^cfown ! 

lOid Time i^ poor; what age it)Da.«ts such a sight ? 

Ye prones! adore the a\an><iivi(ie— ^-.- ijp 

No virtue, still, as mean, decline; 

•Call IVussians harb'jrous and your^lves polHe. 

xxtu. 
He, too, of Judah, great as wise, 
"With Hiram strove in merchandise; 
Monarchs with monarchs struggle foran^oarl 
That Merchant sinking to his grave, 
A flo^ of treasure swells the cave. 
The king left much, the Merchant bvu^'M moi;e«^ 

XXI V. 

Js merchant an ingJor^ous name? 

^o ; fit for Pindar such a theme, 140 

Too great for me ; I pant henearh the weight 1 

If loud as Ocean's were my voice, 

' I ■ .1.1 I I I ■ ■ ■ 

* Vai>#treasure taken from Solomon's tomb 1 300 
years alter his death ; jooo talents at one time, and aA 
unnmeuse sum the next* 



If words and thoughts to court my choice 
OatDumber'd sandf^*! could not reach' itt heigbt. 

Merchants o'er proudest heroes' reign ; - . 

Those trade in blessing, these in pain. 

At slaughter swell, and shout while nations groas-r 

W ith purple monarchs Merchants vie : 

If great to spend, what to supply ? 

Piiests pray for^lessibgs. Merchants pour 'em down. 

XXFI. 

Kings Merchants are* in league, and love, 151 

Earth's odours pay soft airs above. 

That o'er the teeming field prolific range. 

Planets are Merchants, take, return 

I^ustre and heat ; by traffic burn. 

The whole creation is one vast Exchange. 

xxvrr. 
Is Merchant an inglorious name ? 
What say the sons of letter'd Fame, 
Proud of their volumes, swelling in their cells# 
In open life, in change of scene, 160 

'Mid various manners, throngs of men. 
Experience, arts, and solid wisdom dwells. 

xxviir. 
Trade, art's mechanic. Nature's stores 
Well weighs ; to starry science soars ; 
Beads warm in life (dead-coIo.ur*d by the ptp) 
(The sites, tongues^ int'rests of the bail : 
Who ttudies trade, he studies-all. 
Accomplisb'd Merchants are accqmplish'd men. 
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STRAIN IV. 
1. . 

How shall I fkrthc.r rouse ihe soul ! 
How Sloth's lascivious reign contR>uI 
By verse with anexttnguish'<ardour wrought f 
How ev'ry breast inflame with mine ? 
How bid my theme stiU brighter shine, 
With wealth of words and unexhausted thought i 

It. 
O thottrDircean swan on higb» 
Round whom familiar thunders fly! 
While Jove attends a language like hi$own» 
Thy spirit pour, like vernal show*rs; lO 

My verse shall burst out with the flow*rs, 
While Britain's trade advances with her sum 

III. 
Tho' Britain was not born to fear. 
Grasp not at bloody fame from war; 
Kor war decline, if thrones your right invade: 
Jove gathers tempest black as night ; 
Jove pours the golden flood of light ; 
Let Britain thunder, or let Britain trade, 

IV, 

Britain, a coVnet or a star. 

In commerce this, or that in war ; to 

Let Britpns shout! earth, seas, and skies resound! 

Commerce to kindle, raise, preserve. 

And spirit dart thro' ev'ry nerve, 

Hear from the throne* a voice thro* time renowp'd. 

• The King's speech. 



So fall from heav*!! the Tertial show'iv. 

To cheer the glebe an^iirafertlie fib'w^z 

The bloom calKd fbi<th, seeaiare skmdtfpl^sr^; 

The bird df voiee i» preitd to twg, - 

Industrious beesf»Ty ex^'ry mU^ 

Distend their ceils, and urge ti^iX'goldtn tiaide. ^ 

'Vf. •• 
Trade once eztUiguish'd, Britain's sun 
Is gone out too ; his rate is nio; • ' - 

He shines in vain ; her life 'san isl&indetd, 
A spot teo^mall tabeorercome: 
"Ah, dreadful safety 1 wretched doom I 
Ko foe wilt.eonquer w*hat no foe^c^n fe^ 

-VII. 

Trade's the source, sineiv^ soul of all : 

Trade's all her^lf; her's, ber'^a^tlie ball: 

Where most unseen, iihe goddess still is thf|«. 

Trade leads-^e^lance. Trade lights the bla;ie; ^ 

The courtier's pomp I the student's ease ! 

*rwas trade at Blenheim fought an^os'd the wair. 

Vlll. 

What Rome and all her gods defies i * 

The Punic oar: behold it rise 

And battle for the world 1 Xffide gave.the call; 

Kich cordiaU from his naval art 

Sent the strong spirits to his hearty 

That bid an A trie Merchant, gr^sp the .bail. 



IX, 

Where is^ oil earth, Jehovah's home ? 

Trade mark'd the^ soil, and built the doine, 50 

In which His Majesty first deigned to dwell 1 

The walls with silver sheets o'erlaid, 

Kich as the sun, thro' gold unweigh'd. 

Bent the moon'd arch^ and bifi tbjp columq swf 11, . 

X. 

Grandeur unknown to Solompnl * 

Methinks the lab'ring earth should groan 

Beneath jron' load; created, sure, npt qoad^ I 

Servant and rival of the skies 1 

Heav'n's arch alone can higher rise; 

"What hand immortal rais'd thee ?— bumblie Trade* 

zi. 
V/ here hadst thou been if left at larg^ . fit 

Those sinewy arms that tugg'd the bargp. 
Had caught at Pleasure on the flow'ry green ? 
If they that watch'd the midnight star 
Had swung behin<f the rolling car, ^ 
Or fiird it with disgrace| where hadfst thou befn ? 

As by repletion men ponsume^ 

Abundance is the miser^s doqvc^f , 

Expend it nobly ; he that lets it rust, > . 

Which passing num'rou^ hapds, would shHic> 70 

Is not a man, but living mine. 

Foe tp th^ gods, and rival )o the dnst. 

* Si. Paul's built by the coal-tax. 



02 ODH. 

xirr. 

Trade barb*rous Tands can polisb fair, 
Bfake earth well worth the wise man's care. 
Call furth her forests, tharm them into' fleets; 
Can make one house of human race. 
Can bid the diaiant poles embrace; 
Her's ev'ry sun ; and India India me^ts* 

XTF. 

Trade monarchs crowns, and arts imports. 

What beauty feeds with laurel courts; to 

Trade gives fair Virtue fairer still to shine. 

Enacts those guards of gain, the laws. 

Exalts ev*n Freedom's glorious cause : 

Tftrfe, warn'd by Tyre, make reh'gion thine! 

xr. 
'^ou lend each other mutual Hi ; 
Why is Heav'n's smihe tn wealth tonvey'd ? 
Not to phice vice, but virtues, hi tnir pow'r* 
Pleasure deciin'd 'is luxury. 
Boundless in time and hi diegree ; 
Pleasure^njoy'd, the tumult of an hour; ^ 

xvi. 
False joy 's a discomposing tfniig^ 
That jars on Nature's'trembliiigslfrfng, 
Tempests the spIfitSyand-untunet the ^me; 
True jc^'tlie smiaMiie of^he soul; 
A bright serene that cahna the whole. 
Which they nc^r knc"ifr whom 'other joysr iirflame. * ^ 



xviu 
Merchant! religion is the care 
To grow as rich-— as angels are ; 
To kqow false coin from true; to sweep the loain. 
The mighty stake secure, beyond jo^ 

The strongest tie of field or fund. 
Commerce gives gold^ religion makes it ^ain. 

xvm. 
Join then religion to thy store, 
Or India's mines will make thee poor. 
Greater than Tyre! O bear a nobler mind,. 
Sea-sovereign Isle 1 proud War decline. 
Trade patronize I What glory thine, 
Ardent to bless; who could subdue, mankind i 

XIX. 

Hich Commerce ply, with warmth divine. 

By day, by night ; the stars are thine : Il9 

^Vear out the stars in Trade 1 eternal run. 

From age to age, the noble glow, 

A rage to gain and to bestow : 

"While ages la^t 1 in Trade burn out the sun. 

XX. 

Trade, Britain's all, our sires «eQt down. 

With toil, blood, treasure, ages won : 

This Edgar great bequeathed ; this Edward bold. 

%je\ Forbisher's. let Raleigh*s fire! 

O let Columbus' shade inspire ! 

New worlds disclose, with Drake surrounds an old, rsf 
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xxr. 

t!olumbuif scarce inferior fame 

For thee to find, than Heav'n to frame. 

That womb t>f gold and gem : * her wide domain 

An universe! her rivers seas I 

Her fruits^ both men and gods to please I 

ileav'n*s fidrest birth ! and but for thee in vain. 

XXIf. 

World still unknown deep shadows wrap ; 

Call wonders forth from Nature's lap; 

New glory, pour on her eternal sire : 

O noble search! Ogloilous care! 130 

Are you not BritOn'S ? why despair ? 

New worlds are due to s\]ch a godlike sire. 

xxrir. 
Swear by the great Eliza's soul. 
That trade as long as waters roll : 
Ah 1 no; the gods chastise my rash decree: 
By great Eliza do not swear: 
For thee, O George! the gods declare. 
And thou for them! late time shall swear by thee, 

xxx'y. 
Truth, bright as stars, with thee prevails; 
Full be thy fame as swelling sails; 140 

Constant as tides thy mind ; as masts elate ; 
Thy justice ao unerring helm. 
To steer Sritannia's fickle realm; 
Thy num'rous rice sure anchor of her state. 
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• Vid. Descriptions of America. 
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STRAtK V« 
U 

Britannia's state what bounds confine! 
<Of rising thought! O golden mine!) 
Mountains, Alps, streams, guIfs,oceans, aet do bound; 
She sallies till she strikes the star; 
JSzpanding wide, and launching far 
As wind can fly, or rolling wave resound. 

f r. 
Small Isfe I for Caesars, for the son 
Of Jove, who burst from Macedon, 
For gorgeous Easterns blazing o'er mankind. 
Then when they calL'd the world their own, lO 

Kot equal fame from fable shown : 
' They rose to gods in half tKy sphere confin'd, 

III. 
Here no demand for Fancy's wing; 
PJain Truth's illustrious: as I sing,. 
O hear yon' spangled harp repeat my lay I 
Yon' starry lyre has caught the sound, 
And spreads it to the planets round. 
Who best can tell where ends Britannia's sway. 

IV. 

The skies (fair printed page 1) unfold 

The naval fame of heroes oi4! 30 

As in a mirror shew th' advent'rous throng: 

The deeds of Grecian mariners 

Are read by gods, are writ in stars, 

A noble vers^ that shall eodure as long. 



66 0M6. 

The skies are records of the main ; 

Thence Argo listens to my sirain ; 

Chiron, for song renown'd, bis noble ng€ 

For naval fame and song renews. 

As Britain's &me he hears and views; 

Chiron> the Sborel of a former age, ja 

vu 
The Whale (for late I sung his praise) 
Poars grateful lustre on my lays. 
How smiles Arion's* friend with partial beams? 
Bridanus would flatter too. 
But jealousies his smiles subdue ; 
He fears a British rival in the Thames. 

' VI t. 

In pride the Lion lifts his mane, 

To see his British brothers reign 

As stars below : the Balance, George ! from thine^ 

"Which weighs the nations, learns to weigh 40 

More accurate the night and day ; 

From thy fair daughters Virgo learns to shine. 

viti. 
Of Britain's court, ye lesser Lights! 
How could the wise man gaze whole nights 
On Richmond's eye, on Berenice*s air? 
But, ohl you practice shameful arts; 
Your own retain, seize others' hearts. 
Pirates, not Merchants, are the British fair, 

\ • The Dolphin, 
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^Tis truth, t swear by Cynthia's beam. 

Pale Queen 1 be flush'd at Britain's fame ; 50 

And, rolling, tell the nations — 0*er the main 

«« To share her empire is thy pride," 

He, mighty Pow'r I who curbs the tide. 

Uncurbs, extends, throws wide Britannia's reigm 

X. 

What is the main, ye Kings renown'4 ! 

Britannia's centre, and your bound ? 

Austrian I where'er leviathan can roll 

Js Britain's homel and Britain's mine 

"Where'er the rip'ning sun can shine! 

Parts are for emperors ; for her the wholes <(o 

XI. 

'Why» Austrian ! wilt thou hover still 

On doubtful wing, and want the skill 

To see thy welfare in the world's i too late 

Another Churchill thou may'st find. 

Another Churchill not so kind. 

And other Blenheims big with other &te* 

xti. 
Ill thou remember'st, ill dpst own 
Who rescu'd an ungrateful throne; 
111 thou coiisider'st (hat the kind are brave ; 
111 dost thou weigh that in Time's womb 70 

A day may sleep, a day of doom. 
As great to ruin as was that to save. 



dS OBBI. 

XI I ^ 

How wottldst thoQ smile to hear my strain. 

Whose boasted inspiration's vain ? 

Yet what if my prediction should prove true t 

Know'st thou the fatal pair who shine 

O'er Britain's trading empire ? thine 

As one rejected, what if one subdue ? 

XIV. 

What naval scene* adorns the seat 

Of awful Britain's high debate. 

Inspires her councils, and records her pow*r i 

The Nations know, in glowing balls 

On sinking thrones the tempe&t falls. 

When her august, assembled senates low'r. 

XV, 

O language fit for thoughts so bold I 
Wourd Britain have heranger told ? 
Ah I never let a irieaner language sound. 
Than that which prostrate human souls. 
Thro' Heav'n's dark vault impetuous rolls. 
And Nature rocks when angry Jove baa firown'd* 

xvr. 
Not realms nnbonnr^ed, not a flood 
Of natives^ not expense of blood. 
Or reach of council, gives the world a lord ; 
Trade calls him forth, and sets him high. 
As moital man o'er men can fly. 
Trade leaves poor frleanings to the keenest sword. 

• The bpani^ Armada,- in the House of Lerds» 



xvir. 

Ka7> her *s th« sword» for fleets baire Witigf ^ 

like lightning fly to distant kings ; 

I^ike g&ds descend at once onlretpbling statea. 

Is war proclaim*d ? our wars are hurl'd 100 

To farthest confines of the world. 

Surprise your ports, and thunder at ydnlr gatai» 

xvitr. 
The king of tempests, ^olus. 
Sends forth bis pinioU'd people thus, 
On rapid errands ; as they fly they roar^ 
And carry sable clouds and sweep 
The land, the desert, and the deep I 
Earth ahakesl proud cities fall, and thrones adptet 

JRX. 

The fools of NatUK ever strike 

On bare outsides, akid loathe or like iro 

As glitter bids; in endless ertor vie; 

Admire the purple and the crown. 

Of human welfare and renown 

Trade 's the big heart; bright empire but their $y9f 

xx» ^ 

Whence Tartar grand, and Mogul great ?— 
Ttade gilt their titles, powers their state; 
While Afric^s black, lascivious, slothful bveed^ 
Tb. clasp their ruin fly from toil. 
That meanest product of their soil. 
Their people fell ; one half on th' other find* lao 

Oiy 
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XXU 

Of Mature*ft wealth from commerce rent, 

Afiric '6 a glaring monument r 

Mid citron forests, and pomegranate groves, 

(Curs'd in a paradise!) sh^ pifle»: 

0*er gen'rous glebes,* o'er golden mines. 

Her beggar'dj famish'd, tradelesa native roves* 

XXI t. 

Not 80 thine, China! blooming wide! 
Thy num'rous fleet might bridge the tidc^ 
Thy products would exhaust both Indias-' roinet. 
Shut be that gate of trade ! or woe »|» 

To Britain's! Europe 'twill o*erflow. 
Ungrateful song I her growth * inspires thy lines* 

XXI If. 

Britain f to these, and such as these. 

The river broad, and foaming seas. 

Which sever lands to mortals less renown'd, 

Bevoid of naval skill .or might ; 

Those sever'd parts of earth unite : 

Trade 's the full pulse that sends their vigour round. 

xxcv.. 
Could, O could one engrossing hand 
The various streams of trade command I 140 

That, like the sun, would gazing nations awe; 
That awful pow'r the world would brave. 
Bold War, and Empire proud, his slave; 
Mankind his subjects, and his will their law. 

I - • Coflee* 
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Hast thou Iook*d round the spacious earth ? 

From commerce. Grandeur's humble birih : 

To George from Noah, empires living, dead. 

Their pride their shame, their rise, their fall. 

Time's whole plain chronicle, is all 

On6 bright encomium, uridesign'd, on trade. rjo 

XX vt. 
Trade springs from peace, and wealth from trade. 
And pow'r fromivealth: of pow'r is made 
The god on earth : hail, then, the dove of peace ) 
Whose olive speaks the raging flood 
Of war repress'd : what *& loss cf blood ? 
War is the death of commerce and increase. 

xxvrr. 
Then perish war — detested warl 
Shalt thou make gods, lik^ Caesar's star t 
What calls man Fool so loud as this has done. 
From Nimrod's down, to Bourbon's line ? i6o 

Why not adore, too, as divine. 
Wide wasting storms before the genial sun ? 

XXVI If., 

Peace is the Merchant's sununer clear I 
His harvest ! harvest round the year! 
For peace, with laurel ev'ry mast be bound ; 
Bach deck carouse', each flag stream out. 
Bach cannon sound, each sailor shout 
For peace; let ev'ry sacred «hip be crown' d I 
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xxtx. 

Sficred are ships, of birth divine! 

An aYigel drew the first design ; ' ITS 

With which the Patriarch* Nature's ruin braV*d r 

T«vo worlds abroad, an old and new^ " 

He safe o'er foaming billows flew» 

The gods made human race, a pilot sav^dL 

XXX. 

How sacred, too« ihe Merchant's nan^!— «• 

When Britain blaz'd meridian fame,t 

Bright shone the sword, but brighter trade gave ]zW i 

Merchants in distant courts rever'd. 

Where prouder statesmen ne'er appeared 

Merchants ambassadors ! and thrones in awe! i$o 

xxxr* 
*Tis theirs to know the tides, the times. 
The march of stars, the births of climes: 
Summer and winter theirs; theirs land and wat 
Theirs are the seasons, months and years^ 
And each a difPrent garland wears :-^'' 
O that my song could add eternity! 

XXXTI. 

praise is the sacred oil that fteds : 

The burning lamp of godlike deeds: 

Immortal glory pays illustrious cares. • "^ 

Whither, ye Britons 1 are ye bound ? tpO 

O noble voyage, glorious round ! 

Launch from the Thames, and end among the stars. 

• ■ 

• Koah. t In Queen £lizabetb*9 reign. 
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XXXIII. 

If to my subject rose my soul. 

Your fame should last while oceans roll : 

Whcivother worlds in depths of time shall rise. 

As we the Greeks of mighty name. 

May they Britannia's fleet proclaim, 

Look up, and read her story in the skies. ♦ 

XXXIV. 

Ye Syrens 1 sing; ye Tritons! blow; 

Ye Nereids! dance; ye Billows! flow; 2C0 

Roll to my measures, O ye starry Throiig ! 

Ye Winds! in concert breathe around ; 

Ye Navies 1 to the concert bound 

From pole to pole I to Britain all belong. 

MOBAI.. 

t. 
Bbitaim ! thus bl«s8*d, thy blessing know, 
O.r bliss in vain the gods bestow ; 
Its end fulfil, means cherish, source adore; 
Vain swellings of thy soul repress : 
They most may lose who most possess ; 
Then let us bless with awe, and tremble at thy stoi^. 



* It is Sir Isaac Newton's opinion, t1iat the principal 
constellations took their names from the Argonauts, to 
perpetuate that great action. 
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Nor be too fond of life at best ; 

Her cheerful, not enamout'd, guest i 

Let thought fly forward 'twill gay prospects givci 

Prospects immortal 1 that deride ** lo 

A Tyrian wealth, a Persian pride^ 

And make it perfect fortitude to live. 

lit. 
O for etemitv ! a scene 
To fair adventurers serene ! 
O, on that sea to deal in pure renown I 
Traffic with gods ! whlkt- transports roll ! 
What boundiess import to the soul! 
The poor man's empire ! and the subject's crown t 

IV. 

Adore the gods, and plough the seas : 

These be thy arts« O Britain 1 these* 2^ 

Let others pant for an immense command; 

Let others breathe War's fiery god : 

The proudest victor fears thy nod. 

Long as the trident fills thy glorious hand. 

vT 
Glorious while beav'n-born freedom lasts^ 
Which Trade's soft spurious daughter blasts : 
For what is tyranny ? a monstrous birth 
From luxury, by bribes caress'd. 
By glowing pow'r in shades compress'd. 
Which stalks around^ and chains the groaning earth. 30 



QhnU ^i 

CLOSS* 

I. 
TflKE^ Trade! I first, i^ho boast no store, 
>Vho owe thee nought, thus snatch from shore. 
The shore of prose, where thou bast slumber'd lon^^ 
And send thy flag triumphant down 
The tide of time to sure renown : 
O bless my country ! and thou pay'st my song. 

It. 
Thou art the Briton*s noblest theme; 
Why.then unsung! my simple aim 
To dress plain sense, and fire the gen'cpus bloody 
Kot sport imagination vain; ^ lo 

But list with yon' ethereal train * 
The shining Muse, to serve the public good. 

nt. 
Of ancient art, and ancient praPse, 
The springs arc opcn'd in my lays : f 
Olympic heroes' gho&ts around me throng. 
And think their gloiy sung anew. 
Till chiefs of equal fame they view. 
Nor grudge to Britons bold their Tbeban song. 



♦ The stars. 

f -Tibi res antiqux laudis, et artis 

Jngeredior, sanctos au»us recludere fontes ; 
Ascrpeumque^ranQRomana per opptda carmen. Vibg. 
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IV. 

Not Pindar's theme with mine compares ; 

As far surpassed as useful cares 20 

Transcend diversion light, and glory vain : 
The wreath fantastic, shouting throng. 
And panting steed, to him belong ; 
Thi charioteer's, not empire's golden rein. 

V. 

Nor, Chandos ! thou the Muse despise 

That would to glowing ^tna rise, 

(Such Pindar's breast)thou Theron of our timet 

Seldom to man the gods impart 

A Pindar's head or Theron*s heart. 

In life or song how rare the true sublime! ^ 

VI. 

None British bom will sure disdain 

This new, bold, moral, patriot strain, 

Tho* not with genius, with some virtue crown'd; 

(How vain the Muse)) the lay may last. 

Thus twin'd around the Bn'itsh mast. 

The British mast with nobler laurels bound t 

vn. 
Weak ivy curls round naval oak. 
And smiles at wind and storms unbroke; 
By strength not tier's sublime : thus proud (b soar. 
To Britain's grandeur cleaves my strain, 40 

And lives and echoes tliro' the plain. 
While o'er the billowtBii tain's thundera roftr. 



VII r.. 
Be dumb^ ye grovMIIng sons of Verse^ 
Who sing not actions^ but rehearse. 
And fool the Muse with impotent desire; 
Ye Sacrilegious I who presume 
To tarnish Britain's naval bloom. 
Sing Britain's fame^ with all her hero's Brt» 

CHORUS. 

Y« Syrens 1 sing; ye Tritons! blow; 
YeKereids! dance; ye Billows! flow; 50 

KoII to my measures, O ye Starry throngi 
Ye Winds! in concert breathe around; 
Ye Navies 1 to the concert bound 
From pole to pole! to Britain all belong? 
Britain to Heav'n; from Heav'a descends my song; 
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A PARAPHRASE 

ON PART or THE BOOK Of JOB.* 

'Fhricb happy Job f long liv'd in regal state, 

Kor saw the sumptuous East a prince so great : 

■ ■ ■ ■ 

* It is disputed among the critics, who was the author 
of the hook of Job ; some give it to Moses, some to 
others As I was engaged in this little performance, 
some argumentsoccurred tome which favour the former 
of these opinions; which arguments I have flung into the 
following Notes, where little else is to be expected. 

fThe /Vlmighty*sspeech, chap. xxxyiii,&c. which is 
what I para{>hrase in this little work, is by much the 
filiest part of the noblest and most ancient poem in the 
world. Bishop Patricksavsitsgrandeurisasmuchabove 
all other poetry, as thunder is louder than a whisper. In 
order to set thisdisttnguished part of the poem in a fuller 
'light, and give the reader a clearer conception of it, I 
have abridged the precedin^r and subsequent parts of the 
poem, and joined them to it ; so that this piece is a sort 
of an epitome of the whole book of Job. 

I use the word parapbrcue, because I want another 
which might better answer to the uncommon liberti^ I 
have taken. I have omitted, added, and transposed. The 
mountain, thecomet, thesun, and other parts, are en- 
tirely added: those upon the peacock, the lion, &c. are 
much enlarged; and I have thrown the whole into a 
method more suitable to our notions of regularity. The 
judicious, if they compare this piece with the original, 
will, I flatter mvself, find the reasonsfor the great liber- 
ties I have indulged myself in through the whole. 

Longinus has a chapter on Interrogations, which 
shews that they contribute much to the sublime. This 
speech of the Almighty is made up of them. Interroga- 
tion seems, indeed, jhe proper style of majesty incensed. 
It diflers from other manner ot reproof, as bidding a 
person execute himself from a common execution ; for 
he that asks the guilty a proper question^ makeshim^ io 
effect, pass sentence on himself. 
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Whose worldly stores in such abuDdance flowed, 
Whose heart with such exalted virtue giow'd. 
At length misfortunes take their turn to reign. 
And ills on ills succeed, a dreadful train! 
What now birt deaths, and poverty, and wrong. 
The sword wide- wasting, the reproachful tongue^ 
And spotted -plagues, that mark'd his limbs at! o'er 
So thick with pains, they wanted room for more ? lo 
A change so sad what mortal heart could bear ? 
Exhausted Woe bad left him nought to fear. 
But gave him all to grief. Low earih he press'd, ' r 
Wept In the dust, and sorely smote his breast. 
His friends around the deep afflitotion mourn'd. 
Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan return'd; 
In anguish of their hearts their mantles rent. 
And sev'n long days in solemn silence spent; 
A debt of rev*rence to distress so great ! 
Then Job contain'd no more,* but curs'd his fale. 90 
His day of biiih, its inauspicious light. 
His wishes sunk in shades of endless night. 
And blotted from the year; nor fears to crave 
Death, instant death, impatient for the grave. 
That sear of peace, that mansion of repose. 
Where rest and mortals are no longer foes; 
Where counsellors are hush*d, and mighty kings 
(O happy turn I) no more are wretched things. 

His words were daring, and displeas'd his friends ; 
His conduct they reprove, and he defends; 30 

And now they kindled into warm debate. 
And sentiments oppos*d with e^ual heat: 

XgwgJl H i] 
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Ftx*d in opinion^ both refuse to yield. 
And summon all their reason to the field : 
So high^ at length, their arguments were wrou; bf^ 
They reach'd the last extent of human thought : 
A pause ensuM : when, lol Heav'n mterpo»'d» 
And awfully the long contention clos'd. 
Full o*er their heads, with terrible surprise, 
A sudden whirlwind blacken'd all the skies : 40 

(They saw and trembled!) from the darkness broke 
A dreadful voice, and' thus th' Almighty spoke.* 
Who gives his tongue a loose so bold and vaia^ 
Censures, my conduct, and reproves my reign ; 
Lifts up his thought against me from the dust^ 
And tells the world's Creator what is just: 
Of late so brave, now lift a dauntless eye. 
Face my demand, and give it a reply. 
AVhere didst thou dwell at Nature's early birth i 
W ho laid foundations for the spacious earth ? 59 

Who on its surface did extend the line. 
Its form determine, and its bulk confine? 



* The book of Job is well known to be dramatic, and, 
like the tragedies of Old Greece, iB fiction built on truth. 
Probably this most noble part ot it, the Almighty speak- 
ing out of the whirlwind (50 suitable to the after-prac- 
tice ot the Greek stage, when there happened Jt^ux vtJt- 
diet nodus) is fictitious; but it is a fiction more agreeable 
to the time in which Job lived than to any since. Fre- 
quent before the law were the iappearances of the Al- 
mighty after this manner, Exod, ch. xix. lixtk. ch. 1 . ^c. 
Hence is he said to dwell in thick darknMj and bave bis vojr 
intbtvibirhfindt 
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Who fix*d the corner-stone ? what hand, declare^ 
Hdtig it on nought, and fasten'd it in air. 
When the bright morning stars in concert sung. 
When heav'n's high arch with loud hosannas rung. 
When shouting 5903 of God the triumph crown'd^ 
Andthewide concave thunder with the sound? 
Earth*s,num*rous kingdoms hast thou view*d them all? 
And can thy span of kuowldge grasp the ball ? .60 
Who heav'd the mountain which sublimely stands. 
And casts its shadow into distant lands ? 

Who, stretching ^orth his sceptre o'er the deep. 
Can that wild world in due subjection keep? 
I broke the globe, I scoop'd its holloiv'd side. 
And did a bason for the floods provide : 
I cbain'd them with my word : the boiling sea. 
Work'd up in tempests, hears my great decree^ 
" Thus far thy floating tide shall be convey *d ; 
" And here, O Main ! be thy proud billows stay'd." * 

Hast thou explor'd the secrets of the deep 71 

Where, shut from use, unnumber'dtreasures sleep? 

* There is a very great air in all that precedes, but this 
is signally sublime. We are struck with admiration to 
seethe vast and ungovernable ocean receiving com- 
mands, and punctually obeying them; to flnditiike a 
managed horse, raging, tossing, and foaming, but by the 
rule and direction of its master. This passage y ieids in 
sublimity to that of Ltttbtre belight, &fc, so much onl^, 
as the absolute government of nature yields to the crea- 
tion of it. 

The likespirit in these two passages is no bad concur* 
rent argument that Moseiis author ol tiie book gt Job. 

Hiij 
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Where^ down a thousand fathoms from the day. 
Springs the great Ibuntainy mother of the sea ? 
Those gloomy, paths did thy hold foot e*ei tread. 
Whole worlds of waters rolling o'er thy head» 

Hath tlie cleft centre open'd wide to thee? 
D«ath*8 inmost chambers didst thou ever see 7 
E'er knock at his tremendous gate, and wade; 
To the black portal thro' th' incumbent shade ?. to 
Deep are those shades ; but shades still deeper hide 
My counsels from the ken of human pride. 

Wheredwells the Light ? in. what refulgent dome i 
And where has darkness made her dismal home ? 
Thou know'st, no doubt . since thy large heart is fraught 
With ripsn'd wisdom thro' long ages brought. 
Since Nature was cali'd forth when thou wast by. 
And in^o being rose beneath ihine eye I 

Are nu&ts begotten ? who their father knew ? 
From whom descend the pearly drops of dew ? 90 

To bind the stream by night what hand can boast ? 
Or whiten morning with the hoary frost? 
Whose pow'rful breath, from northern regibnsblowa^ 
Touches the sea, and turns it into stone ? 
A sudden desert spreads o*er realms deiac'd. 
And lays one half of the creation waste? 

Thou know'bt me not; thy blindness cannot see 
Hon- vast a distance parts thy God from thee. k 

Canst thou in whirlwinds mount aloft? canstihon 
In clouds ahd darkness wrap thy awful brow ? too 
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And when day triumphs in meridian light* 
P4it forth thy hand, and shade the world with night ? 
Who launch'd the clouds in air, and hid them roll 
Suspended seas aloft, from pole to pole ? 
Who can refresh the burning sandy plain. 
And quench the summer with a waste of rain ? 
Who in rough deserts, far from human toil. 
Made roclts bring forth, and desolation smile ? 
There blooms the rose where human face ne'er shone. 
And spreads its beauties to the sun alone* i lo 

To check the show'r who lifts his hand on high« 
And shuts the sluices of th* exhausted sky. 
When earth no longer mourns her gaping veins. 
Her naked mountains, and her russet plains. 
But, new in life, a cheerful prospect yields 
Of shining rivers, and of verdant fields ; 
When groves and forests lavish all their bloom, 
And earth and heav'n are fill'd with rich perfume ^ 

Hast thou e*er scaled my wintry skies, and seen 
Of bail and snows my northern magazine ? no 

These the dread treasures of mine anger are. 
My fund of vengeance for the day of war. 
When clouds rain death, and storms at my command, 
Riige thro* the world, or waste a guilty land. 

Who taught the rapid winds to fly so fast. 
Or shakes the centre with his eastern blast i 
Who from the skies can a whole deluge pour? 
Who strides thro* Nature with the solemn roar 
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Of dreadful thunder, points it where to falf« 

And in fierce lightning wraps the flying ball ? i|b 

Not he who trembles at the darted fires 

Fails at the sound, and in the flash expires. 

Who drew the comet out to such a size, 
And pour'd his flaming train o*er half the skies ? 
Did thy resentment hang him out ? Does he 
Glare on the nations, and denounce from^hee ? 

Who on low earth can moderate the rein 
That guides the stars along th' ethereal plain ? 
Appoint their seasons, and direct their course. 
Their lustre brighten, and supply their force t 140 
Canst thou the skies' benevolence restrain. 
And cause the pleiades to shine in vain ? 
Or, when Orion sparkles from his sphere. 
Thaw the cold season, and unbind the year ? 
Bid Mazzaroth his destia'd station know. 
And teach the bright Arcturus where to glow ? 
Mine is the Night, with all her stars; I pour 
Myriads, and myriads I reserve in store. 

Dost thou pronounce where Daylight shall be born. 
And draw the purple curtain of the Morn ? | ^o 

Awake the Sun, and bid him come away. 
And glad thy world with his obsequious ray ? 
Hast thou, enthron*d in flaming glory, driv'n 
Triumphant round the spacious ring of heav'n ? 
That pomp of light, what hand so far displays^ 
That distant earth lies basking in the biaze^ 
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Who did the Soul with her rich pow*rs invest. 
And light tip reason in the human breast. 
To shine, with fresh increase of lustre, bright. 
When stars and sun are set in endless night ? 160 
To these my various questions make reply. 
Th' Almighty spoke, and, speaking shook the sky. 

What then, Chaldean Sire! was thy surprise ? 
Thus thou, with trembling heart, and downcast eyes: 
" Once and again, when I in groans deplore, 
^ My tongue has err*d, but shall presume no more.. 
'' My voice is in eternal silence bound, 
** And all my soul falls prostrate to the ground." 

He ceas*d : when, lo J again th' Almighty spoke ; 
The same dread voice from the black whirlwind broke* 
Can that arm measure with an arm divine ? 171 
And canst thou thunder with a voice like mine ? 
Or in the hollow of thy hand contain 
The bulk of waters, the wide-spreading main. 
When, mad with tempests, all the billows rise 
In all their rage, and da^h the distant skies ? 

Come foi:th, in Beauty's excellence array'd. 
And be the grandeur ot thy pow'r di^play'd; 
Put on omnipotence, and, frowning make 
The spacious found of the creation shake ; iSo 

Dispatch thy vengeance, bid it overthrow 
Triumphant Vic^, lay lofty tyrants low, 
And crumble them to dust. When this is done; 
T grant thy safety lodg'd in thee alone ; 
Of thee thou art, and may'st undaunted stand 
Bfhind the buckler of thine own right hand. 
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Fond Man! the vision of a moment made! 
Pream of a dream 1 and shadow of a shade 1 
What ivorlds hast thou produc'd, whatcreatjiresfram'd^ 
What insects cherish'd, that thy God is blaro'd ? 190 
When, pain'd with hunger, the wild Raven's brood 
Loud calls on Gcd, * Importuirate for Ibod ; 
Who hears their cry, who grants their hoarse request. 
And still the clamour of the craving nest ? 

Who in the stupid Ostrich f has subdu*d 
A parent's care, and fond inquietude ? 

* Another argument that Moses was the author isj 
that most of the creatures here mentioned are Egy ptian. 
The reason given why the raven is particularly men- 
tioned as an object of the care of Pibvidence is because 
by her clamorous and importunate voice she particu- 
larly seems alwavs caMing upon it. And since there 
were ravens on the banks of the Nile more clamorous 
than the rest of that species, those probably are meant 
in this place. 

t There are many instances of this bird's stupidity : 
let two suffice. First, it covers its head in the reeds, 
and thinks itself all out of sight, 

———Stat lumine clauso 
Ridendum revoluta caput, creditque latere 
Qaat non ipsa videt—*— Claudm 

Secondly, They that go in pursuit of them draw (he 
skin of an ostrich's necic on one hand, which proves a 
sufficient lure to take them with the other. 

They have so little brain, that Heliogabalus had six 
hundred heads for his supper. 

Here we may observe that our judicious as well as 
sublime author just touche^j the great points of distinc- 
tion in each creature, and then hastens to another. A 
description is exact when you can:iot add, but what is 
common to ansUier ihii^j oor witbdrawA but boinc* 
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AVhile far she fltes^ her scatter'd eggs are found. 

Without an owner on the sandy ground; 

Cast out on fortune^ they at mercy lie^ 

And borrow life from ah indulgent sky ; 200 

Adopted by the Sun« in blaze of day» 

They ripen under his prolific ray ; 

Unmindful she that some unhappy tread 

May crush her young in their neglected bed: 

What fime she skims along the field with speedy * 

She scorns the rider, and pursuing steed, f 

Kow rich the peacock! I what bright glories run 
From plume to plume, and vary in the sun I 

thing peculiarly belonging to the thing described. A 
likeness is lost in too much description, as a meaning 
otten m too much illustration. 

• Here is marked another peculiar quality of this 
creature, which neither flies nor runs directly, but has 
a motion composed of both, and, using its wings as 
$ail8, makes great speed. 

Vasta velut, Lybiae venantum voclbus ales 
Cum premitur, calidascursu transmittit arenas^ 
Inaue modum veli sinuatis flamine pennis 
Pulverulenta volat -» Claud, in Eutr, 

t Xenophon says, Cyrus had horses that could over- 
take the goat and the wild ass, but none that could 
reach this.creature. A thousand golden ducats, or an 
hundred cameU, was the stated price of a horse that 
could equal their speed. 

I Though this bird is but just mentioned in my au- 
thor, 1 could not forbear going a little fan her, and 
spreading those beautiful plumes (which are there shut 
up) into half a dozen lines. The circumstance I have 
marked of his opening his plumes to the sun is true : 
Expandii coUres adverso maxim soli, qida sic fulginifus ra" 
diaat* PliO. Ix. c» iO. 
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He proudly spreads them to the golden ray, 
Givesr all his colours, and adorns the day ; 210 

With conscious state the spacious round displays. 
And slowly moves amid the waving blaze. 

Who taught the Hawk to find, in seasons wise. 
Perpetual summer, and a change of skies ? 
When clouds deform the year, she mounts the wind^ 
Shoots to the south, nor fears the storm behind ; 
The sun returning, she returns agen. 
Lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to mevu 

Tho' strong the Hawk, tho' practis'd well to fly, * 
An eagle drops her in a lower sky ; aao 

An eagle, when deserting human sight. 
She seeks the sun in her unweary'd flight: 
Did thy command her yellow pinion lift 
So high in air, and seat her on the cliff. 
Where far above thy world she dwells alone, - 
And proudly makes the strength of rocks her own; 
Thence wide o'er nature takes her dread survey^ 
And with a glance predestinates her prey ? f 
She feasts her young with blood, and, hov'ring o'er 
Th* unslaughter'd host, enjoys the promis'd gore. 230 



* Thuanus (DenAccip.) inentions a hawk that flew 
from Paris to London in a night. 

And the Egyptians, in regard to its swiftness, maiie 
it their symbol for the wind ; for which reason we may 
suppose the hawk, as well as the crow above, to have 
been a bird of note in Egypt. 

t The ea^Ie is said to be of so acute a sight, that 
when she is so high in air that man cannot see her, sbe 
<;an discern the smallest fish under water. My author 
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Kno(W*8t thou how many moons, by me assign*d» 
Koll o'er the mountain Goat and forest Hind, * 
AVhile, pregnant, they a mother's load sustain ? 
They bend in anguish, and cast forth their pain. 
Hale are their young, from human frailties freed, 
WaUc unsustain'd, and unassisted feed ; 
They live at once, forsalce the dam's warm side. 
Take the wide world with Nature for their guide; 
Bound o'er the lawn, or seek the distant glade. 
And find a home in each delightful shade. 340 

Will the tall Heem, which knows no lord but me, 
IjOW at the crib, and ask an alms of thee? 
Submit his unworn shoulder to the yoke. 
Break the stiff clod, and o'er thy furrow smoke ? 
Since great his strength, go trust him, void of care. 
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year; 

accurately understood the nature of the creatures he 
describes, and seems to have been a naturalist as well 
as a poet, which the next note will confirm. 

* 1 he meaning of thift question is, Knowest thou the 
time and circumstances of their bringing forth? for to 
know the time only was easy, and had nothing extra* 
ordinary in it ; but the circumstances had something 
pecuiiai ly expressive of God's providence, which makea 
the question proper in this place. Pliny observes, that 
the hind with young is by instinct directed to a certain 
herb called S^stlU, which facilitates the birth. Thun- 
der also (which looks like the more immediate hand 
of Providence) has the same effect, PsaL xxix. In so 
early an age to observe these things may style our au« 
thor a Naturalist 

, VdumelF, I 
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Bid him bring home the seasons to thy doors. 
And cast bis load airong thy gather'd stores. 

Didst thou from service the Wild^Ass discharge. 
And break his bonds, and bid him live at large ; 250 
Thro' the wide waste, his ample mansion roam^ 
And lose himself in his unbounded home? 
By Nature's hand magnificently fed. 
His meal is on the range of mountains spread ; 
As in pure arr aloft he bounds along, 
He sees in distant smoke the city throng ; 
Coiiscious of freedom, scorns the smother'd train. 
The threat'ning driver, and the servile rein. 

Survey the warlike Horse ! didst thou invest 
With thunder his robust distended chest ? 260 

No sense of fear his dauntkss soul allays; 
'Tis dreadful to behold his nostrils blaze : 
To paw the vale he proudly takes delight. 
And triumphs in the fullness of his might: 
High rais'd, he snuffs the battle from afar. 
And burns to plunge amid the raging war; 
And mocks at death, and throws his foam around. 
And in a storm of fury shakes the ground. 
How does his firm, his rising heart advance 
Full on the brandish'd sword and shaken lance, 270 
While his fix'd eyeballs meet the dazzling shield^ 
Gaze, and return the lightning of the field ! 
He sinks the sense cf pain in gen'rous pride. 
Nor feels the shaft that trembles in his side; 
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But neighs to the shrill trumpet's dreadful blast 
Till deaths and when he groans, he groans bis Iast« 

But« fiercer sfilt, th6 lordly Lion stalks; 
Grimly majestic in his lonely walks ; 
When round he glares, all living' creatures fly; 
He clears the desert with his rolling eye. afo 

Say, Mortal 1 does he rouse at thy command^ 
And roar to thee, and live upon thy hand i 
Dost thou for him in forests bend thy bow> 
And to his gloomy den the morsel throw. 
Where bent on death Ire hid his tawny brood. 
And, couch'd in dreadful ambush, pant for blood; 
Or 8tretch*d on broken limbs, consume the day. 
In darkness wrapt, and slumber o'er their prey ? 
By the pale moon they take their destined round, * 
And lash their sides, and furious tear the ground. 290 
Now shrieks and dying groans the desert fill ; 
They rage, they rend; their rav'nous jaws distil 
With crimson foam ; and when the banquet 's o'er 
They stride away, and paint their steps with gore : 
In flight alone the shepherd puts his trust. 
And shudders at the talon in the dudt. 

Mild is my Behemoth, tbo' targe his frame ; 
Smooth is his temper, and repress'd his flame ; 
While unprovok'd. This native of the flood 
Lifts his broad foot, and puts ashore for food ; 3c 

• Pursuing their prey by night is true of most wild 
beasts, particularly the lion, P/a/.civ. 20. 1 he Arabians 
have one among their five hundred names for the lion^ 
which signifies tbt bunter by mofitubine, 

Yourig^l I y 
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Earth sinks beneath htm as he moves along 

To seek the herbs and mingle with the throng. 

8ee> with what strength his harden 'd loins are bound^ 

AH over proof and shut against a wound I 

How like a mountain-cedar moves his tail ! 

Nor can his complicated sinews fail. 

Built high and wide, his solid bones surpass 

The bars of steel ; his ribs are ribs of brass ; 

His port majestic^ and his armed jaw. 

Give the wide forest and the mountain law. ^|o 

The mountains feed him ; there the beasts adnnire 

The mighty stranger, and in dread ^retire; 

At ^ength his greatness nearer they survey. 

Graze in his shadow, atid his eye obey. 

The fens and marshes are his cool retreat. 

His noontide shelter from the burning heat^ 

Their sedgy bosoms his wide couch are made, ^ 

And groves of willows give him all their shades 

Hfe eye drinks Jordan up, when> fir*d with droi;^hf. 
He trusts to turn its current down his throat; 32a 
In lessen'd waves it creeps alon^ the plain j 
He sinks a river, * a'ld he thirsts again* 

■ « ■.■■■ ■ 1 ■ I ^^r^"^ I I ■ ; ^ 

* Cephesi glacial caput quo suetus anhelam 
Ferre sium Python, amr.emque avertere ponto 

Stat, Tbeb. v» ^49. 
Qui sjpiris tegeret montes, hauriret hiatu 

\ Fiumina, &c. Claud, Prt/iin Rni/i 

Let not then this hyperbole seem too much for an 
Eastern poet, though sume commentators of name 
str.:in hard inthisplaee for a new construction, throujrli 
fear of it. 
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Go to the Kile, and, from its fniitful side. 
Cast forth thy line Into the swelling tide; 
With slender hair Leviathan* command. 
And stretch his vastness on the loaded strand. 
IVill he become thy servant ? will he own 
Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown ? 
Or with his sport amuse thy leisure day. 
And, bound in silk, with thy soft maidens play ? 33a 

Shall pompous banquets swell with such a prize ? 
And the bowl journey round his ampfe size ? 
Or the debating merchants share the prey. 
And various limbs to various marts convey ? 
Thro' his firm skull what steel its way can win ? 
What forceful engine can subdue his skin ? 
Fly far, and live ; tempt not his matchless might ; 
The bravest shrink to cowards in his sight ; 
The rashest dare not rouse him up : f who then 
Shall turn on ma, among the sons of men ? 340 

Am I a debtor?" hast thou ever heard 
Whence come the gifts which are on me conferred ? 
. My lavish fruit a thousand vallies fills. 
And mine the herds that graze a thousand hills : 

* The taking the crocodile is most difficult. Dicdorus 
says, they are not 10 be taken but by iron nets. v\ hen 
Augustus conquered Egypt, he struck a medal, the 
jmpress of uh:ch was a crocodile chained to a palm* 
tree, with this inscription. Nemo antea religavit. 

t This alludes to a custom of this creature, which, is 
when sated with fish 10 come ashore and sleep among 
thtt reeds, i iij 
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Earth, Ki, and air, aU Nature is my own. 
And stars and sun are dost beneath my throne ; 
And dar'st thou with the world's great Father vie. 
Thou, who dost tremble at my creature's eye i 

At fiill my huge Leviathian shall ris^, 3^ 

Boast all his strength, and spread his wondrous size : 
'Who, great in arms, e'er stripp'd his shining mail. 
Or crown'd his triumph with a single scale ? 
"Whose heart sustains him to draw near ? Behold 
Destruction yawns; * his spacious jaWs unfold. 
And marshaird round the wide expanse, disclose 
Teeth edg'd with death, and crowding rows on ronrs z 
What hideous fangs on either side arise 1 
And what a deep abyss between them lies 1 
Mete with thy lance, and with thy plumbet sound. 
The one how long, the other how profound 1 366 

His bulk is charg'd with such a furious soul. 
That cloudi of smoke from his spread nostrils roU 
As from a furnace; and when rous'd his ire. 
Fate issues from his jaws in streams of tire.f 

* The crocodile's mouih Is exceeding wide. W hen 
he gapes, says Pliny, /if totum c*» Martial says to bis old 
woman. 

Cum comparata rictibus tuis ora 
N iliac us habet crocodilus augusta. 
So that Jhe expression there is barely just. 

t This too is nearer truth than at first view may b^ 
imagined. The crocodile, say the naturalists, iyin^ 
Jong under water^ and being there forced to hold li^ 
breath, tvhen it emerges,, the. breath ipng repressed is 
hot, and'bursts Qut so violently, that it reset))bles. fire 
aud smoke. The horse suppresses not his breath bjr 
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Tbo rage of tempests, and the roar of seas. 

Thy terror, this thy great superior please ; 

Strength on his ample shoulder sits in state ; 

His well joinM limbs are dreadfully complete; 

His flakes of solid flesh are slow to part ; 

As steel his nerves, as adamant his heart. 370 

When, late-aw4k*d, he rears him from the floods. 

And, stretching forth his stature to the clouds, 

V^rithes in the sun aloft his scaly height. 

And strikes the distant hills with transient light. 

Far round are fatal damps of terror spread. 

The mighty fear, nor blush to own their dread. 

I^arge is his front; and when his burnished eyes 
Lift their broad lids, the morning seems to rise.* 

any means so long, neither is he so fierce and ani- 
mated; yet the must correct of poets ventures to use 
the saire metaphor concerning hmi, 

Collectumque premens volvit sub naribus ignem. 
By this and the foiegoing note, I would caution against 
a false opinion of the Eastern boldness, from passages 
in them ill understood. 

t His eyes are like the eyelids of the morning. I think this 
gives us as great an image of the thing it would express 
as can enter the thought of man. It is not improbable 
that the Egyptians stole iheir hieroglyphick for the 
morning, wnich is the crocodile's eye, from this pas** 
sage, though no commentator I have seen mention it. 
li is easy to canceive how the Egyptians should be both 
readers and admirers of the writings of Moses, whom I 
suppose the author of this poem. 

1 have observed already that three or four of the 
creatures here described are Egyptian ; the two last are 
notoriously so j they are the river-horse aud the ciq- 
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In vain may death in various shapes invaJe, 
The swift-wing*d arrow, the descending blade; 380 
His naked breast their impotence defies; 
The dart rebounds, the brittle fauchion flies. 
Shut in himself, the war without he hears. 
Safe in the tempest of their rattling spears ; 
The cumber*d strand their wasted vollies strow ; 
His sport the rage and labour of the foe. 

His pastimes like a chaidron boll the floods 
And blacken ocean with the rising mud; 
The billows fesi him as he works his way. 
His hoary footsteps shine along the sea ; ' 390 

The foa^ high -wrought, with white divides the green. 
And distant sailors point where death has been. 

His like earth bears not on her spacious face; 
Alone in Nature stands his dauntless race. 
For utter ignorance of fear renowned : 
In wrath he rolls his baleful eye around; 

codile, those celebrated inhabitants of the Nile; and 
on these two it is that our author chiefly dwells. It 
would have been expected from an author more remote 
from that river than Moses, in a catalogue of creatures 
produced to magnify their Creator, to have dw<>1t on 
the two largest wcrksof his hand, vtz. the elephant and 
the whale. This is so natural an expectation, that 
some commentatois have rendered behemoth and levi- 
athan, the elephant and whale, though the description 
in our author will Dot admit of it; but Mbses being, 
as we may well suppose, under an immediate terror of 
the hippopotamus and crocodile, from their daily mis- 
thiefs anrf^^avagesarouAd him, it is very accountable 
Y'hy he s&uld permit them to t^ke place. 
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Malces ev'ry swoln disdaii^ul heart subside^ 
And holds dominion o'er the sons of Pride. 

Then the Chaldean eas'd his laboring breast. 
With full conviction of his crime oppress'd. 400 

" Thou canst accomplish all things, Lord of might ! 
** And ev*ry thought is naked to thy sight : 
** BuX, oh ! thy ways are wonderful, and lie 
** Beyond the deepest reach of mortal eye. 
'< Oft' have I heard of thine Almighty pow*c, 
''But never saw thee till this dreadful hour. 
** O'erwhelm'd with shame, the Lord of life I see, 
*' Abhor myself, and give my soul to thee ; 
" Nor shall my weakness tempt thine anger more : 
** Man is not made to question but ^dore," 410 



RESIGNATION. 

IN TWO PARTS. 

AND A POSTSCRIPT. 

TO MK8. B*****. 



My soul sbAil be satisfied, even as it were with marrow and fatness ; 
my nouth prafseth thee with Joyful lipt. I Psahn IxUi. & 



PART I. 
I. 

TflK days how few, how short the years. 

Of man's too rapid race I 

Each leaving, as it swiftly flies^ 

A shorter in his place ? 

IT. 

They who the longest lease enjoy* 
Have told us With a sigh J 
That to be born seems little more 
Than to begin to die. 

iir. 
Numbers-there are who feel this truth 
With fears alarm 'd; and yet, to 

In life's delusions luli'd asleep> 
This weighty truth forget. 

IF. 

And am not I to these akin ? 
Age slumbers o'er the quill ; 



Its honour blots whatever it writes^ 
And am I writing stiU? 

V. 

Conscious of Nature in decline^ 

And languor in my thoughts. 

To soften censure, and abate 

Its rigour on my faults, - z^ 

VI. 

Permit me. Madam ! ere to you 
The promis*d verse I pay. 
To touch on felt Infirmity, 
Sad sister of Decay* 

vi/ 
One world deceased, another born, 
Lfike Noah they behold. 
O'er wliose white hairs and furrow'd brows 
Too many suns have roll'd. 

VIII. 

Happy the Patriarch ! he rejoic'd ' 

His secoiid world, to see ; «9 

My second world, tho* gay the scene. 
Can boast no charms for me. 

IX. 

To me this brilliant age appears 
With desolation spread I 
Near all with whom I liv'd and smii'd. 
Whilst life was life, are dead; 
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X. 

And wkh them djr'd my joys: the grave 

Has broken Nature's laws, , 

And ctos'd against bis feeble frame 

I ts partial cruel jaws : 40 

XI. 

Cruel to spare I condemn*d to Kfel 
A cloud impairs my sight I 
My weak hand disobeys my will. 
And trembles as I write. 

xir. 
What shall I write ? Thalia ! tell ; 
Say, long abandon'd Muse ! 
What field of fancy shall I range ? 
What subject shall I chuse ? 

XIII. 

A choice of moment high inspire^ 

And rescue me from shame, 59 

For doting on thy charms so late« 

By grandeur in my theme. 

XIV. 

Beyond the themes which mpst admire. 
Which dazzle or amaze; 
Beyond renown*d exploits of war^ 
Bright charms or empire's blaze, 

XV. 

Are themes which, in a world of woe. 
Can best appease our pain. 



M 
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And, in an age of gaudy guilt. 

Gay Folly '$ flood restrain; 1^ 

XVf. 

Amidst the storms of life support 
A calm unshaken mind. 
And with unfading laurels crown 
The brow of the resign'^^* 

XVI f, -4 

Resignation ! yet unsung, 
Untoueh'd by former strains, 
Tho' claiming ev'ry Muse's smile. 
And ev'ry poet's pains : 

XVJII. 

Beneath life's ev'ning solemn shade 

1 dedicate my page 71^ 
To thee, thou safest guard of youth I 

Tho u sole support of age I 

r XIX. 

AH other duties crescents are 

Of virtue faintly bright; 

The glorious consummation thou! 

Which fills her orb with light : t 

XX. 

How rarely fill'dl the Jove divine 
In evils to discern; 
This t|ie first lesson which we want^ 
The latest which we learn: lo 

Volume IV. K > 
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xxu 

A melancholy truth I for know. 
Could our proud hearts resign. 
The distance greatly would decrease 
'Twixt human and divine. 

XXII. 

But tho* full noble is my theme. 
Full urgent is my call 
To soften sorrow, and forbid 
The bursting tear to fall. 

XXIfl, 

The task I dread : dare I to leave 

<)f human prose the shore, ^ 

And put to sea? a dang*rou8 seal 

What throngs have sunk before 1 

How proud the poet's billows sw^ll \ 
The God ! the God I his boast ; 
A boast how vain I what wrecks abound! 
Dead bards stench evVy coast. 

XXV. 

"What then am I ? shall I presume. 

On such a moulten wing, * 

Above the gen'ral wreck to rise. 

And in my winter sing ? ico 

XXVI, 

When nightingales, when sweetest bai^. 
Confine their charming song 
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To summer's animatin ^^ hcats^ 
Content to warble yovng. 

XXYlSm 

Yet write 1 must ; a lady sues) 
How shameful her request ? 
My brain in ial^our for dull rhymet 
Her'« teeming with the besil 

xxvtn* 
But you a stranger will eicuae^ 
Nor scorn bis feeble strain ; |l# 

To you a stranger, but^ thro* fate« 
No stranger to your pain, 

XXIX. 

The ghost of Grief deceas'd ascends^ 
His old wound bleeds anew ; 
His sorrows are recall'd to life 
By those he sees in you : 

XXX. 

Too well he knows the twisted strings 

Of ardent hearts combin'd. 

When rent asunder, how they bleed^ 

How hard to be rfsign'd ! up 

xxxr. 
Those tears you pour bis eyes have shed; 
The pang you feel he felt ; 
Thus Nature^ loud as Virtue, bids 

His heart at your*s to melt. 

—————— ^ — ^ ^ ■ I .. ■ ■ ». 1 1 ■ I ■ I ^ 

• Mrs. M—i.-. 
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xzxir. 

But what ean heart or head luggesi? 
What sad Experience say ? 
Thro' truths austere to peace we work 
Ouf rugged, gloomy way. 

XXXIIt. 

What are we 7 whence r for what ? and whither ? 

Who know not seeds must mourn ; i|0 

But Thought, bright daughter of the Skits 1 

Can tears to triumph turn. 

xxxrv. 

Thought is our armour, 'tis the mind's 

Impenetrable shield. 

When, sent by Fate, we meet our foes 

In sore Affliction's field : 

^ XXXV, 

It plucks the frightful mask from iHs, 

Forbids pale Fear to hide. 

Beneath that dark disguise, a friend, 

W hich turns affection's tide. 140 

'xxxvr. 
Affection frail 1 train'd up by Sense^ 
From Reason's channel strays. 
And whilst it blindly points at peace. 
Our peace to pain betrays, 

XXXVfl* 

Thought winds its fond erroneous fitrtam 
From daily *dying flowers. 
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And says, time pays an easy pric« 
Tor our eternal good. 

XLIX. 

In earth's dark cot, and in an hour^ 
And in delusion great, 
"What an economist is manl 
To spend his whole estate. 

And beggar an eternity ? 

For which, as he was born. 

More worlds than one against it weigh'd^ 

As feathers he should scorn* 100 

LI. 

Say not your loss in triumph Ieads« 
KeIigion*8 feeble strife ; 
Joys future amply reimburse 
Joys bankrupts of this life. 

Lit. 

But not deferr'd your joy so long, , 
It bears an early date ; 
Affliction's ready pay in hand 
Befriends our present state. 

jLiir. 
What are the tears which trickle down 
Her melancholy face, 2to 

Irike liquid pearl ? like pearls of price. 
They purchase lasting peace. 
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i.iy. 

Grief softens hearts, and curbs the wUl, 
Impetuous passion tames. 
And keeps insatiate keen detim 
From iauachiDg in extremes. 

Thro' time's dark womb, our jodgioent tiijkt, 

|f our dim eye was thrown. 

Clear should we see the will diviiM 

Has but forstall'd our own. sao 

in. 
At variance with our future wish^ 
Seif-sever*d, we complain: 
If so, the wounded, not the wouiid> 
Must answer for the pain. 

The day shall come, and swift of wing« 
Tbo* you may think it slow. 
When in the list of Fortune's smiles 
' You 'II enter frowns of woe. 

LVIII* 

For mark the path of Providence; 

This course it has pursu'd, j|e 

«' Pain is the parent, woe the womb. 

«' Of sound important good." 

Our hearts are fasteti'd to this wf^rld 
By strong and endless tics^ 



To nourish rich immorul bloom$» 
In aniaranthindtbo9'n : 

XXXVI I r* 
V^hence throngs, io ec3k9ftjr, look diiwn^ 
On what once shock'd their sight, f j9 

And thank the terrors of the past 
For ages of delighu 

XXXIX. 

All withers Ifeft; who most possesa 
Are losers by their gain ; 
Sfung by fall proof that^ bad at best^ 
JLife '8 idle, all is vain s 

XL. 

Vain, in its course, life's mimn'fliig stmim ; 

JOid not its course oifeod. 

But murmur cease, life, then, would seem 

Still vainer from its end* t 1^ 

XLI- 

How wretched! who, thro' ciuel Fate^ 
Have nothing to lament. 
With the poor alms thi» world affords, 
Deplorably conteot t 

Xtir. j 

Had not the Gretk his world mistook, i 

His wish had been most wiscj 
To be content with but one world, 
Like him, we thoiijd 4etpiM. 
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ZLIIJ. 

or earth's revenue would you state 
A full account and fair? 170 

. We hope, and hope, and hope, then cast 
The total up — despair* 

xtiv. . 
Since vain all here, all future^ vaist. 
Embrace the lot assign'd ; 
Heav'n ivounds to heal ; its frowns arefSricnds^ 
Its strokes severe most kind. 

XLV, 

But in laps*d nature rooted deep. 

Blind Error domineers, 

And on fools' errands in the dark« 

Sends out our hopes and fears ; ilo 

XLVf. 

Bids us for ever pains d^plore^ 
Our pleasures overprize ; 
These oft' persuade us to be weak. 
Those urge us to be wise. 

XLVir. 
From Virtue's rugged path to right. 
By Pleasure are we brought 
To flow'ry fields of wrong, and there 
pain chides us for our fault : 

XLVIII. 

Yet whilst it chides it speaks of peace. 

If folly is withstood, 190 
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And ev'ry sorrow cuts a string. 
And urges us to rise, 

'Twill sound severe— yet rest assurM 

1*01 studious of your peace; 

Tbo' I should dare to give you joy-— 

Yes> j oy of bis decease. 240 

1.XI. 
An hour shall come, (you question this) . 
An hour when you shall bless, ' 
Beyond the brightest beams of life. 
Dark days of your distress. 

I.XII. 

Hear thenj without surprise, a trutb, 
A daugbter-truth to this, • < 

Swift turns of Fortune often tie 
A bleeding heart to blisa. 

Lxi I r. 
Esteem you this a paradox ? 

My sacred motto read : j j« 

A glorious truth, divinely ^ng 
By one whose heart had bled. 

LXIV. 

To Resignation swift he flew; 

In her a friend he found ; 

A friend which bless'd him with a smile, ^ 

When gasping with his wound. 
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LXV« 

On earth nought precious is obtaia'4 

But what is painful too; 

By travel, and to travel born» 

Qur sabbaths are but few. ate 

To real joy we work our way^ 
Encount'ring many a shock. 
Ere found what truly charmt* as found 
A Venus in the block. 

LZVfl. 

In some disaster, some severe 
Appointment for our sins^ 
That mother-blessing, (not so call'd) 
True happiness, begins. 

No martyr e'er defy*d the flames 

By stings of life unvex'd ; . a;^ 

First rose some quarrel with this work!« 

Then passion for the next* 

1.XIX. 

You see then pangs are paicnt paogSj 
The pangs of happy birth ; 
Pangs, by which only can be borne 
True happiness on earth* 

LXX. 

The peopled earth look all around^ 
Oi thro' time's records run^ 
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And say, what is a man unstmck ? 

It is a man undone. afo 

Lxxr. 
This moment am I deeply stun g—— 
My bold pretence is try'd 
When vain man boasts/ Heav'n puts to proof 
The vaunt ings of bis pride. 

LXXIf. 

Now need l. Madam ! your support.-—— 
How exquisite the smart I 
How critically tim'd the news* 
Which striltes me to the heart I 

LXXIIt. 

The pangs of which I spoke I feel : 

If worth like thine is born, s<^ 

O long belov'd 1 I bless the blow. 

And triumph whilst I mourn. 

LXXIT. 

Kor mourn I long; by grief subdu'd 
Be reason's empire shown. 
Deep anguish comes by Heav'n's decree. 
Continues by our own ; 

LXXV. 

And when continued past its point, 

Jndulg'd m length of time. 

Grief is disgrace, and what was fate 

Corrupts into a crime. 3«o 

* Ihe death of Mr. Richardson . 
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LXXVI. 

And shall I criminally mean, 
Myself and subject wrong ? 
No ; my example shall support 
The subject of my song. 

LXXVit. 

Madam ! I grant your loss is great^ 
Nor little is your gain : 
het that be weigh'd ; when weigh'd aright^ 
It richly pays your pain. 

tXXVJ 1 1. 

When Heav'n would kindly set us free« 

And earth's enchantment end, ^o 

It takes the roost effectual means^ 

And robs us of a friend. 

LXXIX* 

But such a friend!-— and sigh no more ! 
*Tis prudent, but severe: 
Heav*n aid my weakness, and I drop 
All sorrow— with this tear. 

JLXXX. 

Perhaps your settled grief to sooth 

I should not vainly strive. 

But with soft balm your pain assuage^ 

Had he been still alive ; yo 

jLXxxr. 
Whose frequent aid brought kind relief 
In my distress of thought. 
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Tlng'd with his 1>eams my cloudy page. 
And beautify'd a fault. 

Lxxxir. 
To touch our passions^ t ecret springs 
"W as his peculiar care; 
And deep his happy genius divM 
In bosoms of the fair, 

ixxxiir. 
Nature, which favours to the few 
All art beyond imparts, II0 

To him presented, at his birth. 
The key of human hearts. 

LXXXIV. 

But not tome by him bequeath*d 
His gentle smooth address ; 
His tender hand to touch the wound 
In throbbings of distress. 

LXXXT. 

Howe*er, proceed I must^ unbless'd 

With ^sculapian art: 

Know, Love sometimes^ mistaken Love I 

Plays disaffection's part. j^b 

LXXXVI. 

Nor lands, nor seas, nor suns, nor stars. 
Can soul from soul divide ; 
They correspond from distant worlds, 
Tbo' transports are deny'd. 

V»lwM iK L 
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LXXXTII. ^ 

Are you not then unkindly kind ^ 
Is not your love severe ? 
1 stop that ciyatal source of wte. 
Nor wound him with a tear. 

ixxxviir. 
As those above from human blist 
Keceive increase of joy, 3$b 

May not a stroke from human woe. 
Id part, their peace destroy ? 

LXXXIX. 

He lives in those he left ;— — to whatf 
Yournow paternal care: 
Clear from its cloud your brjgtilen'd eye^ 
,It will discern him there; 

xc. 
In features, not of form alone^ 
But those I trust of mind. 
Auspicious to the public wea^ 
And to their fate resign'd. * ^ 

xci. 
Think on the tempests he suslaln'd^ 
Revolve the battles won. 
And let those prophesy your joy 
From such a father's son. 

xcri. 
Is consolation what you seek ? 
Fan then hit martial fire; 
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And animate to flame the spaiks 
Be^atb'd Jiim by lu9 sire. 

XCllI* 

As nothing great is born in baste^ 

Wise Nature's time allow ; 37^ 

His father's laurels may descend. 

And flourish on bts brow. 

Kor, Madam 1 be surpris'd to beao 
^hat laorels may be due 
Not more to heroes of the field 
^ Proud boasters !) than to you» 

xcv. 
Tender as is the female frame, 
X<ike that brave man you mourn, 
You are a soldier, and to fight 
fiuperior battles bpni. jto 

zcvi. 
Beneath a banner nobler iar 
Than ever was unfurl 'd 
In fields of blood ; a banner bright 1 
Sli^h-wav'd o'er all the world; 

xcvii. 
It, like a streanii^ meteor, casta 
An universal light $ 
Sheds day, sheds more, eternal day, 
Ou nations wihelin'd in night. 
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XCVllI. 

Beneath that banner, what exploit 
Can mount our glory higher, 390 

Than to sustain the dreadful bIow« 
When those who love expire ? 

zcix. 
Go forth a moral Amazon, 
Arm*d with undaunted thought; 
The battle won, tho' costing dear^ 
You 'II think it cheaply bought. 

c. 
The passive hero^ who sits down 
Unactive, and can smile 
Beneath Affliction's galling load, 
Outacts a Csaar*s toil. ^es 

CI. 

The billows stain*d by slaugfater'd foes 
Inferior praise afford; 
Reason 's a boundless coi^queror. 
More glorious than the sword. 

cir. 
Nor can the thunder of hu2za$ 
From shouting nations,- cause 
Such sweet delight, as from your heait 
Soft whispers of applause. 

ciiu 
The dear deceas'd so fam'd in arms. 
With what delight he '11 view . 410 



His triumphs on the main outdone^ 
Thusconquer*d twice by you i 

CIV, 

Share his delight-; take heed to dua 
Of bosoms most diseas'd 
That odd distemper, an absurd 
Helucatance tohejpleas'd* 

cv. 
fiome seem in love .with Sorrow's cbaroMy 
And thatXoul .fie.cl ein'orace.: 
This temper let me justly brand. 
And stamp it with disgrace, . ' 419 

cvi. 
Sorrow! of horrid parentage i 
Thou second-born of heM! 
Against Heav*n*s endless mercies pour'd 
Kqw dar'st thou to rcI^dJ i 

CVH. 

From black and <noxioi'.s vapours b^e^ 
And nurs'd by want of thought. 
And to the door of Frenzy's self 
By Perseverance brought. 

«V1I[. 

Thy most IngforiouSy coward tears, 

From brutal eyes have ran ; 4|i 

Smiles, incommunicable smiled I 

A» radiant marks of man ; 
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CIX. 

They cast a sudden glory round 
Th* iHu(nin*d human f4ce; 
And light, in sons of honest Joy« ' 
Some beams of Moses' face. 

ex. 
Is tlesignation*s lesson hard f 
, Examine, we shall find 
That duty gives up litthe more 
Than anguish of the mind. ^ 440 

CXI. 

Resign ; and all the load of life ^ 
That mo^aent you remove ; 
Its heavy tax, ten thousand cares 
Devolve on One above ; 

CXI I. 

Who bids us lay our burden down 
On his Almighty hands; ' 
Softens our duty to relief. 
To blessing a command. 

CXIII. ^ 

For joy what cause I how ev'ry sense 

Is courted from above ' 450 

The year around, with presents rich. 

The growth of endless love ! 

cxiv. 
Bat most o*erIook the blessings pour*d. 
Forget the wonders done. 
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And terminate, wrapt up in sense^ 
Their prospect at the sun : 

cxv. 
From that their final point of vievr^ 
Front that their radiant goafj 
On travel infinite of thought. 
Sets out the nobler eouT. 460 

cxvr. 
Broke loose from Time's tenacious ties. 
And Earth's involving gloom. 
To range at large its vast domain. 
And talk with worlds to come : 

CXVIl. 

They let unmark'd, and unemploy'd, 
X»ife's>idle moments run ; 
And doing nothing for themselves. 
Imagine nothing done. 

txviii. 
Fatal mistake ! their fate goes on. 
Their dread account proceeds, 470 

And.their not-doing is set down 
Amongst their darkest deedsw 

cxrx. 
Tho* man sits.still^ and takes his ease, 
God is at work on man; 
No means, no moments unemploy'd. 
To bless him, if he can* 



But man consents Dot» boldly bent 

To fashion his own fate; 

Man, a mere bungler in the tradCj 

Repents his crime too late* 4l« 

Hence loud laments. Let me thy caus^ 
Indulgent Fat her I ptead ; 
Of all the wretches we deplore^ 
Not one by thee was made. 

cxxir* 
VThat is thy whole creation fair ? 
Of love divine the child: 
Love brougbt it forth* and, from Us birthif ' 
Has o'er it fondly smil'd. 

cxxiir. 
Now« and thro* periods distant far« 
Long ere the world began, ^f^ 

Hbav'n is, and has in travail been« 
Its birth the good of man. 

CXXIY. 

Man holds in constant service bound 
The blust*ring winds and seas ; 
Kor suns disdain to travel hard. 
Their master, man, to please. 

cxxv. 
To fina} good the worst event^ 
Thro' secret channels xt^i ; 
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Finish, for nuin their destin'd course. 

As 'twas for man begun. $00 

cxxvi. 
One point (observ'dj perhaps, by few) 
Has often smote, and smites 
My mind, as demonstratioii strong 
That Heav'n in man delights. 

cxzvii. 
What 's known to m^n of things unseen^ 
Of future worlds or fates ? 
So much, nor more, than what to man's 
Subline affairs relates. 

cxzviii. 
What 's revelation then ? a list. 
An inventory just, 510 

Of that poor insect's goods so late 
Cail'd out of night and dust. 

'k cxxix. 

What various motives to rejoice ! 
To render joy sincere. 
Has this no weight ? our joy is felt 
Beyond this narrow sphere. 

cxxx. 
Would we in heav'n new heav'n creiite. 
And double its delight ? 
A smiling world, when Heav*& looks down. 
How pleasing in its sight i 520 
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CXLII. 

" But how io smile, to stem the tide 
*' Of nature in our veiat; . 
" Is it not hard to weep in joy ? 
** What then to smile in pains?*' 

cxLiif; 
Victorious joy ! which breaks the coulds^ 
And struggles thro' a storm, ^^o 

Proclaims the mind as great as good. 
And bids it doubly charm. 

cxLir. 
If doubly charming in our sex, 
A sex by nature bold. 
What then in your!s ? 'tis di'mond there^ 
Triumphant o'er our gold. 

cxLr. 
And should not this complaint repRss 
And check the rising sigh? 
Yet fiirther -opiate to your pain 
I ' labour to supply. ^lo 

CZLTI. 

6ince spirits greatly damp'd distort 
Ideas of delight. 

Look thro' the medium of a friend. 
To set your notions right. 

CXLVM. 

As tears the sight, giief dims the soul ; 
Its object dark appears; 
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True friendship, like a rising sun, . 
The soul's horizon clears. 

cxLVitr* 
A friend 'san optic to the mind 
With sorrow clouded d*er; 590 

And gives it strength of^ight \o see 
Redress unseen before. 

CXLtX* 

Reason is somewhat rough in roan ; 
Extremely smooth and fair. 
When she, to grace her mai^y strength 
Assumes a female air. 

CL. 

A friend you have, * and I the same, 
Whose prudent soft address 
^ Will bring to life those healing thoughts 
Which dy'd in your distress. '6c0 

CLf. 

That friend the spirit of my theme 
Extracting for your eases 
Will leave to me the dreg, in thoughts 
Too common,, such as these. 

CLIf. 

Let those lament, to whom full bow la 
Of Sparkling joys are giv*n; 
That triple bane inebriates life, 
Imbitters death, and hazards heav'n. 

• Wtrs. M ^ 

VtlmtlV. M 



ciitr. 
Woe to the soul at perfect easel 
'Tis brewing perfect pains ; 610 

Luird Reason sleeps, the Pulse is king; 
Despotic Body reigns. 

cur. 
Have you ne*er pity'd Joy's gay scenes. 
And deem*d their glory dark ? 
Alas, poor Envy ! she 's stone blind. 
And quite mistakes her mark : 

CLV. 

Her mark lies hid in Sorrow's shades. 

But sorrow well subdu'd; 

And in proud Fortune's frown defy'd 

By nyeeky unborrow'd good. 6to 

CIVC. 

By Resignation ; all in that 

A double friend may find, 

A wing to heav'n, and, while on earth. 

The pillow of mankind, 

civir. 
On pillows void of down for rest 
Our restless hopes we place; 
W hen hopes of heav 'n 4ie warm at least. 
Our hearts repose in peace. 

ctviir. 
That peace, which resignation yields. 
Who feel atone can gtte»s; tfjo 
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'Tis.disbeliev'd by murin'ring mlnilsj 
They must conclude U Test. 

CLIZ. 

The loss or gain of that alone 
Have we to hope or fear ; 
That Fate controls, and can invert 
The seasons of the year. 

CLX. 

O ! the daik days, the year around^ 

Of an impatient mind ; 

Thro' clouds, and storms, a summer breaks. 

To shine oa the resign'd. tf^t 

CLXI. 

While man, by that, of ev'ry^ace 
And virtue is possessed. 
Foul Vice her Pandaemonium builds 
In the rebellious breast, 

CLXI U 

By Resignation we defeat 
The worst that can annoy. 
And suffer with far more repose 
Than worldlings can enjoy. 

CLxiir. 
From small experience this I speak; 
O grant to those I love 6j9 

Experience fuller far, ye Pow'rs 
Who form our fates above 1 
Toung,'} My . 
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CLXIV. 

My h>ve where due^ if not to those 
Who leaving grandeur^ came 
To shine on age in mean recess^ 
And Jight me to my theme ? 

CLXV* 

A theme themselves I a theme hovr rare t 

The charms which they display 

To triumph over captive heads. 

Are set in bright array. - 66) 

ClXVf. 

With his own arms proud man 's o'ereome. 
His boaeted laurels die; 
Learning and Genfius, wiser grown. 
To female bosoms fly. 

CLXVft. 

This revolution, iix*d by Fate> 
In fable was foretold ; 
The dark prediction puzzled wlts^ 
Kor could the learn*d unfold. 

CLXVIIt. 

But as those ladies* * works I read^ 

They darted such a ray, 670 

The latent sense burst out at once. 

And shone in open day. 

CLXrx. 
So burst full ripe distended fruits. 
When strongly strikes the sun ; 

• Mrs. M . Mrs. C- — . 



And from the purple grape uaprtMl*df 
Spontaneous nectars run* 

CLXK* 

Pallas, (*tis said) wIwb Jove grew 4aXip 

Forsook bis drowsy brain. 

And sprightly leap'd into the throne 

Of Wisdom's brighter reign:; 4lo 

CLXXI. 

Her helmet took ; that is, shot rtys 
Of formidable wit ; 
And lance, — or genius most acute. 
Which lines immortal writ; 

CLXXII. 

And Gorgon shield, — or, pow*r to fright 
Man*s folly dreadful shone ; 
And many a blockhead (easy chaqge ! ) 
Tuvn*d instantly to stone. 

CLxxni. 
Our authors male, ae then did Jove, 
Now scratch a damag'd head, €90 

And call for what once quarter'd there. 
But find the goddess fled. 

CI. XX IV. 

The fruit of knowledge, golden fruit! 
That once forbidden trot, 
Hedg'd in by surly man, is now 
To Britain's daughter's free. 
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In Eve (we know) of fruit so fair 

The noble thirst began ; 

And they, like her* bave caus'd a fall^ 

A fall of fame in man. 700 

cLxxvr. 
And since of genius in our sex, 

Addison ! with thee 

The sun is set, how I rejoice. 
This sister lamp to see! 

ctxxvi I. 
It sheds, liVe Cj^nthia« silver beams 
On man's nocturnal state : ' 
His lessen'd light, and languid pow'rSj 

1 show, whilst I relate. 

PART ir. 

I. 

But what in either sex, beyond 
All parts, our glory crowns ? 
"In ruffling seasons to be calm, 
*' And smile while fortune frowns." 

11. 
Heav'n's choice is safer than our own; 
Of ages past inquire. 
What the most formidable fate? 
*' To have oar own desire." 
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III. 
If, in your wrath, the worst of foes 
You wish extremely ill ; lo 

Bxpose him to the thunder's stroke. 
Or that of his own will* 

IV, 

What numbers rushing down the steep 
Of inclination strong. 
Have perish'd in their ardent wish! 
W ish ardent, ever wrong ! 

V, 

'Trs Resignation's full reverse. 

Most wrong, as it implies 

Error most fatal in our choice. 

Detachment from the skies. 20 

vr. 
By closing with the skies, we make 
Omnipotence our own; 
That done, how- formidable Ill's 
Whole army is o'erihrown ! 

VII. 

No longer impotent and fiail. 
Ourselves above we rise; 
We scarce believe ourselves below ; 
We trespaiis on the skies. 

viir. 
The Lord, and l^oul, and source of all, ' 
Whilst man enjoys his ease. 



Is executing human will 
In earth, and air, and seas. 

IX. 

Beyond us what can to|feU botttti 
Archangels w|»at require ? 
Whate*er below, above, i« done. 
Is done as— we desife. 

X. 
What glory is for roan so nean» % 

Whose life is but a span ? 
This is meridian majesty I 
This the subl ime of man I 4» 

xt. 
Beyond the boast of Pagan song 
My sacred subject shines. 
And for a soil the lustre takes 
Of Rome's exalted lipesk 

Xff. 

«« All that the sun sunfeys subdu'd, 
** But Cato's mighty mind"— — 
How grand! most true; yet far beneath 
The soul of the resigned. 

xiir. 
To morf than kii^doms, more tlian worIdt» 
To passion that gives la w : ^» 

Its matchless empire could have kept 
Oreat Cato*s pride in awe. 



^ 
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XIV. 

That fatal pride, whose cruel point 
Transfix'd his noble breast; 
Far nobler 1 if his fate sustain'd 
Bad left to Heav'n the rest : 

Then he the palm had borne away. 

At distance Cauar thrown ; 

Put him off cheaply with the world 

And made the skies his own. ^ 

XVf. 

What cannot Resignation do t 

It wonders can perform : 

That powerful charm, " Thy will be donei*» 

Can lay the loudest storm. 

xv;i. 
Come, Resignation ! then, from field?. 
Where mounted on the wing, 
A wing of flame, bless'd martyrs* souls 
AKended to their King. 

XVIIf. 

Who is it calls thee ? One whose need 
Transcends the common size; ' 70 

Who stands in front against a foe 
To which none equal rise : 

XlX. 

In front he stands, the brink he treads 
Ofan eternal state; 



135 KESiowATioir. Pmrt //• 

His trembling voice attempt to sin^ 

And ape the poet's rage ? -no 

XXXI. 

Here, Madam I let me visit on*. 
My fault who partly shares. 
And tell myself, by telling him. 
What more becomes our years. 

XXXI r. 
A nd if your breast with prudent zeil 
For Resignation glows. 
You will not disapprove a just 
Resentment at its foes. 

xxxzir* 
In youth, V— -taire I our foibles plead 
For some indulgence due ; i^ 

When heads ace white, their thoughts and aims 
Should change their folour too. 

XXXIV. i 

"How afe you cheated by your wit I 
Old age is bound to pay. 
By Nature's law, a mind discreet^ 
For joys it takes away. 

XXXV. 

A mighty change is wrought by years. 

Reversing human lot ; 

In age 'tis honour to lie hid, 

*TH praise to be forgot. 140 
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XXXVI. 

The wise, as flow'rs, which spread at noon^ 
And all their charms expose. 
When eV'ning damps and shades descend^ 
Their evolutions close. 

xxxvrr. 
What tho* your Muse has nobly soar'd> ''^> 

Is that our true sublime ? 
OurSj hoary Friend 1 is to prefer 
Eternity to tiiiie. 

xxXvxitt 
Why close a life so justly fam'd 
With such bold trash as this i * ip 

This for renown ? ye^, such as makes 
Obscurity a bliss. 

xxxtx. 
Tour trash, with mine at open warj 
Is obstinately bent, f 
Like wits below, to soW your tarea 
Of gloom and discontent. 

XI.. 

With so much sunshine at command^ 

Why light with darkness mix ? 

Why dash with pain our pleasure ? why 

Your Helicon with Styx ? 1^ 

XLI. 

Your works in our divided minds 
Repugnant passions raise. 



• Candid* f Second Part. 

Falumi IV. N 



f|S BtsfoiTAriow. Pari IK 

Confound tis with a douUe stroke; 
We shudder wMlM we praise: 

A curious w^, as finely wrought 
A s genius can inspire. 
From a black bag of poison spun^ 
With horror w^ admire. 

XLIII. 

Mean as it is, if this is read 

With a disdainful air, 170 

I cann't forgive so great a fee 

To my dear friend V— *taire. 

XLIV. 

Early I knew him, early prais'd. 
And long to praise him late; 
His genius greatly I admire, 
Kor would deplore his £ate : 

XLY. 

A fate how much to be deplor'd. 

At which our nature starts I 

Forbear to fall on your own sword, 

To^ perish by your parts. i8o 

XLvr. 
" But great your naijne" — To feed on air 
Were then immortals born ? 
Nothing is great, of which more great. 
More glorious is the scorn. 
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XLVIU 

Can fainie your carcass from the worni^ 
Which gnaws us in the gnvp. 
Or soul from that which never dUt, 
Applauding Europe, save f 

XLTIII. 

But fiime you lose ; good sense alont 

Your idol, praise c jin claim ; I90 

When wild wit murders happiness. 

It puts to death our fame. 

IU.IZ. 

Kor bollt your genius ; talents bright 
£v'n dunces will despise. 
If in yoikr western beams is miss'd 
A genius for the skies* 

I.* 
Veur taste, too, fails: what Qiost eicels, 
True tlste must relish most ; 
And what, to rival palms abov». 
Can proudest laurels boast i 299 

Sound heads salvation's helmet * seek ; 
Resplendent are its rays: 
Let that suffice; it needs no plume 
Of sublunary praise, 

uu 
May this enable couch'd V— taire 
To see tbat-^/\lI is right, f 

* Eph« vi. 17. t Which his romance ridicules. 
r^fim^.J N ij 
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His eye, by flash of wit struck blind^ 
Restoring to its sight. 

LTir. 
If so, all 's well : who much have err'd. 
That much have been forgiv'n ; 2x« 

I speak with joy, with joy he'll hear« 
•t V— *taires are now in heav'n/* 

LtV. 

Kay, such philanthropy divine, 
So boundless in degree» 
Its marvellous of love extends 
(Stoop most profound!) to me. 

LV. 

I/et others cruel stars arraign. 

Or dwell on their distress ; 

put let my page, for mercies pourM, 

A grateful heart express. tie 

LVU 

Walking, the present God was seen, 

Ofpld»inEdenfaii-1 

The God as present, by plain steps 

Of providential pare. 

LVll. 

I behold passing thro' my life ; • -• 

His awful voice I hear; 

And, conscious of my nakedness^ 

Would hide myself for fear J • • 
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LVltl. 

But where the trees^ or where the cloudf^ 

Can cover from his sight ? * >30 

Naked the centre to that eye 

To which the sun is night. 

LIS. 

As yonderglitt'ring lamps on high 
Thro' night illumin'd roll ; 
May thoughts of him by whom they shine 
Chase darkness from my soul I 

My soul, which reads his hand as cleac 

In my minute affairs, 

As in his ample manuscript 

Of sun^ and moon, and stars; 24^ 

LXl. 

And knows him not mofe bent aright 
To .wield that vast machine. 
Than to correct one erring thought ^ 
In my small world within} 

I.XII. 

A world that shall survive the fidl 

« 

Of all his wonders here; 

Survive, when suns ten thousand ilrop. 

And leave a darken'd sphere. 

LXl It* 

Yon* matter gross, how bright it sMneal 
For timf how greafl^s care! t% 

N iij 
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Sure spirit and eternity 
I ar Ticber glories share. 

LXtV, 

Jjti those our hearts impress, on those 
Our contemplation dwell ; 
On those ray thoughts how justly thrown^ 
By wh^t I now shall fell ? 

LXV. 

When backward with attentive mind 

Xire's labyrinth t trace, 

I find him far myself beyond 

Propitious to ray peace: «^ 

LXVl. 

Thro' all the crooked paths I trode 
My folly he pursu'd ; 
My heart astray, to quick return 
Importunately woo*d. 

Lxvir. 
Due Resignation home to press 
On my capricious will. 
How raany rescues did I meet 
Beneath the mask of 111 I 

I.XV1II. 

How many foes }n am^>ush laid 

Beneath my soul's desire ! a7« 

The deepest penitents are made 

By what we most admire. 
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Lxrx. 

Have I not sometimes^ (real good 
So little mortals know 1} 
Mounting the sumrqit of nny wish^. 
Profoundly plunged in woe ? 

LXX, 

I rarely plann*d, but cause I found 

My plan's defeat to bless: 

Oft* I lamented an event. 

It turn'd to my success. gSo 

LXXI. 

By sharpened appetite to give 
To good intense delight, 
Thro' darjc and deep perplexities 
He led me to the right. 

LXXII. 

And is not this the gloomy path 
Which you are treading now ? 
The path most gloomy leads to light, 
"When our proud passions bow. 

LXXlil. 

When lab'ring under fancy'd ill. 

My spirits to sustain, apo 

|Ie kindly cur'd with sovereign draughts 

Of uninoagin'd pain. 

LXXIV. 

Pain'd Sense from Fancy^s tyranny 
Alone can set us free ; 
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A tbonsaiMf miseries we feel. 
Till sunk in misery, 

LXXV. 

Cloy'd with a glut of all we wish. 

Our wish we relish less : 

Success, a sort of suicide. 

Is ruin'd by success. jos 

hKXWU 

Sometimes he led me near to death, 
And pointing to the grave. 
Bid Tenor whisper land advice. 
And taught the tomb to save. 

LXXVII. 

To raise my thoughts beyond where worldi» 

As spangles, o'er us shine. 

One day he gave, and bid the next 

My soul's delight resign* 

LXXVIII. 

We to ourselves, but thro' the means 

Of mirrors, are unknown; 5t0 

In this my fate can you descry 

Ko features of your own ? 

LXXIX. 

And if you can, let that excuse 
These self-recording lines ; 
A record modesty forbids. 
Or to small bound confines. 
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I.XXX. 

In grief why deep iogulfd ? you sm 

You suffer nothing rare ; 

Uncommon grief for cornmon fat^; 

Tliat Wi^om cannot bear. f^ 

When streams flow b^kward to (heir source^ 
And humbled flames descend^ 
And mountains wing'd shall fly aloft^ 
Then human sorrows end: 

|.^ZXI1. 

But human prudence, too, must ctaso 
When sorrows domineer. 
When fortitu<U| has lost its ^Te» 
And freezes into fear. 

LXX3(II|« 

The pang most poignant of my life 

Now heightens my delight ; jjO 

J see a fair creation ris^ 

From Chaos and old Night. 

LXXXIV* 

From what seem'd horror and desp^if^ 

The richest harvest rose. 

And gare me, in th|» nod diving, ^l 

An absolute repose. 

Lxxrv. 
OC.all the blunders of RU|iikin4» 
More gross, or frequent, none«' <>' ' } 
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Than in their grief and jojr misplac* 

Bternally are shown. 34« 

LXXXW* 

But whether points alt thia paraded 
Jt says, that near you lies 
A book, perhapa, yet unpenisVlf 
Which you thouM greatly pris» 

LXXXVIIi 

Of telf-pemsal, acience rare 1 
Few knew the mighty gain ; 
Leam'd prelates, self-uniead, may read 
Their Bibles o'er in Tain. 

LZXZVtlT. 

Self-knowledge, which from heaV'A itself 

( So sages tell us) came, jS« 

What is it but a daughter fair 

Of my maternal theme ? 

LZXXtXk 

Un1etter*d and untravelt'd men 

An oracle might find. 

Would they consult their own contents^ 

The Delphos of the mind. 

Xc. 
JSnter your bosom ; there you'll fiiid> 
A rerelation new, ^ 

A revelation personal. 
Which none can read but you. |So 
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xcr. 
There will you clearly read ttftal'd 
In your enlighten'cl thought^ 
By mercies manifold^ thro' life. 
To fresh remembrance brought^ , 

xcii. 
A mighty Being I and in him 
A complicated friend, 
A father, brother, spouse; no dread 
Of death, divorce, or end. 

xeiii. 
Who such a matchless friend embrace. 
And lodge him in their heait> 37a 

Full well, from agonies exempt. 
With other friends may part. 

xciv* 
As when o*erloaded branches bear 
Large clusters big with wine. 
We scarce regret one falling leaf 
From the luxuriant vine. 

xciv. 
My short advice to you may sound 
Obscure, or somewhat odd, 
Tho' 'tis the best that man can give, 
<' £v'n be content with God." ^So 

xcyi. 
Thro' love he gave you the deccas'd ; 
Thro' greater took him beoce : 
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This i«asoii fully could evince, 
Tfao* murmur*d at by Sense. 

xcvii. 
±his friend far past the kindest kind; 
Is past the ^atest great ; 
His greatness let me touch in points 
Not foreign to your state. 

XCVIII. 

His eye, this instant, reads your hearty 

A truth less obvious hear, 390 

This instant its most secret thoughu 

Are sounding in his ear. 

xcix. 
Dispute you this? O stand in awe^ 
And cease your sorrow ; know. 
That tear, now trickling down, he saw 
Ten thousand years ago ; 

c. 
And twice ten thousand bence« if youi 
Your temper reconcile 
To Reason's bound, will he behold; 
Your prudence with a smile"; 40* 

CI. 

A smile which thro' eternity 
Diffuses so bright rays. 
The dimmest deifies cv'n guiH, 
Ifguiltat last obeys; 



cii. 
Vour guiU (for guilt it is to moitrni 
'When such a Sov* reign reigns) 
Your guilt diminish^ peace purtiie; 
How glorious peace in pains! 

pnu . 
Here, then> your sorrows cease; if not. 
Think how unhappy they 410 

^Nho guiit increase by streaming tears 
"Which guilt should wash away* 

CIV. 

Of tears that gush profuse restrain; 
Whence burst the dismal sighs ? 
They from the throbbihg breast of ontf 
(Strange truth Ij most happy rise. 

cv. 
Not angels (hear it, and exult I) 
Enjoy a larger share 
Than is indulg'd to you, and yours^ 
Of God's impartial care. 420 

cvi. 
Anxious for each, as if on each 
His care for all was thrown ; 
For all his care as absolute 
As all had been but one. 

OVII. 

And is he then so near ? so kind f»^ 
How little then, and great^ 



t0 BKSt«ii4ti*ir. fmt If, 

That riddfe, Man ! O let me gaze 
At wonders in his fkie t 

Cfflt. 

His fiite who yestcrrdaf did crawl 

■ 

A worm from darkness deep, 4|0 

And shall, with brother worms, beneath 
A turf, to-morrow sleep. 

ctit* 
How mean! and yet if well obey'd 
His mighty Master's call. 
The whole creation for mean man 
Is deem'd a boon too small : 

ex. 
Too small the whole creation deem*d 
^or emmets in the dnstl 
Account amazing ! yet most true ; 
My song is bold, yet just 44a 

CXI* 

Man born for infinite, in whom 
No period can destroy 
The pow*r in exquisite extremes 
To suffer, or enjoy. 

exit, 
Give him earth's empire (if no more) 
He 's beggar'd and undone ! 
Imprison'd in unbounded space! 
Benighted by ttie sun I 



CXI It. 

Folr what's the snn's meridian blait 

To the most feel^Ie ray . 450 

Which glimmers from thf diatgnt dawo 

Of uncieated day i 

€XIT« 

*Ti8 not the poet's rapture feigned 
Swells here, the Tain to please ; 
The mind most soher kindles most 
At tmths suhlime as these. 

cxr. 
They warm ev'n me.— I dare ooiMAf 
Divine ambition strove 
Kot to bless only, but confound^ 
Nay fright us, with its love; 

CZVI* 

And yet so frightful what, or kind| 
As that the rending rock. 
The darfcen*d sun, and rising deadt 
80 formidably spoke i 

CXVII. 

And are we darker than that mn t 
Than rocks more hard and blind ? 
We are ;(— if not to such a God 
In agonies rssign'd. 

CZVIII. 

Yea, ev'n in agonies forbear 
To doubt almighty Love ; 47t 

Ttiaig.2 O (i 



rs» HKSioif ATi<W.' P<|rf /I. 

Whatever endears eteruify, • 
Is tnercy from above. 

cxiz* 
What most imbitters time« that most 
Eternity endears; 
And thus by plunging indistress. 
Exalte us to the spheres; 

czz. 
Joy's fountain-head I where bliss o'er blisi. 
O'er wonders wonders rise. 
And an Omnipotence prepares 
Its banquet for tlje wise; ^9^ 

CXXI. 

Ambrosial banquet 1 riph in win? s 
Ifectareous to the soul ! 
What transports sparkle -frbm the stream^ 
As angels fill the bowl i 

CXXIl. 

Fountain profuse of ev^ry bliss I 
Good-will immense prevails: 
Man's line cann't fathom its profound; 
An angel's plummet fails. 

CXXI II. 

Thy love and might, by what they know 

W ho j udge, nor dream of more ; • 4j|p 

They ask a drop, how deep the sea ? 

One sand, how wide the shore f > 



CZZIY. 

Of thy exuberant good-wiU^ 
Offended Deity I 

The thousandth part who comipreheiid^ 
A deity is HeT 

cxxv, 
Hov9 yonder ample azure field 
With radiant worlds is sown I 
How tubes astonish us with those 
More deep in ether thrown I 5€0 

CZZVf* 

And those beyond of brighter worlds 
Why not a million more ? 
In lieu of answer, let us all 
Fall prostrate and adore. 

CXZ7II. 

Since thou art infinite in pow% 
Nor thy indulgence less; 
Since man, quite impotent^ and blind. 
Of drops into distress; 

CXXVIIN 

Say what is Resignation ? 'Tit 

Man's weakness understood; 510 

And Wisdom grasping, with an hand 

Far stronger, ev'ry good. 

czxis. 
Let rash repiners stand appaird. 
In tbee who dare not trust ; 

Oiij 
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Whose abject sottls^ like demons dark. 
Are murm'ring in the dust. 

cxxx. 
For man to murmur or repine 
At what by thee is don^. 
No less absurd than to complain 
Of darlcness in the sun* • 529 

CXXXf. 

Who would not, with an heart at ease. 
Bright eye, unclouded brow. 
Wisdom and Goodness at tiie helm. 
The roughest ocean plough ? 

cxxxri. 
What tbo' I 'm swallow*^ in the deep ? 
Tho' mountains o'er me roar? 
Jehovah reigns 1 as Jonah safe 
X 'm landed, and adore. 

CXXXIll. 

Thy will is welcome, let it wear 
Its most tremendous form : 5|tt 

Roar, Waves ! rage. Winds! I know that thou 
Canst save me by a storm. 

cxxziv. 
From thee immortal spirits born. 
To thee their fountain flow. 
If wise, as curl 'J around to theirs 
Meaudring streams below. QTi^v! 
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cxxxv. 

Not less compeli'd by Reason's call. 

To thee our souls aspire. 

Than to thy skies, by Nature's law. 

High mounts material Hre : ^40 

CXXXVI. 

To thee aspiring they exult ; 
I feel my spirits rise, 
I feel myself thy son, and pant 
For patrimonial skies. 

cxxqcvif* 
Since ardent thirst of future good. 
And gen'rous sense of past. 
To thee man's prudence strongly ties, 
Apd binds affection fast. 

cxxxviir. 
Since great thy love, and great our want« 
And men the wisest blind, 559 

And b1|ss our aim, pronounce us all 
l>i8tracted or resigned : 

cxxxix. 
Resign'd thro' duty, int'rest, sbam«; 
Deep shame 1 dare I complain. 
When (wondrous truth !) in beav'n itself 
Joy ovv'd its birth to pain ? 

CXL. 

And pain for me I for me was drjiin'd 
Gall's overflowing bowl ; 



And shall one drop^ to munnttr bold 

Pzovoke my i^uilty toul ? f^ 

CZLI. 

If pardon*d this,, what cause^ whit crime, 
Gan indignation raise P 
The son was lighted up to shine* 
And man was born to praise : 

cxtri. 
And when to praise thee man shall cease* 
Or sun to strike the view ; 
A cloud dishonours boih^ bat man 'a 
The blacker of the twa 

CXI 1 1 r. 
For, oh 1 ingratitude how black I 
With most profound amaze 570 

At Io7e» which man belov'd o'erlooks, 
AstonishM angels gase. 

cxLrv. 
Praise cheers, and warmr, like gen'rons wine ; 
Praise, more divine than pray'r: 
Pray'r points our ready path to heav'n ; 
Praise is already theiv. 

CXLT. 

Let plausfve Resignation rise. 

And banish all complaint ; 

All virtues thronging into one. 

It finishes the saint ; ^ 
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CZLVI. 

Makes the man blessed as man can be; 
Life's labours renders light ; 
parts beams thro* Fate's incumbent gldom. 
And lights our sun by night. 

CXLVil. 

''Tis Nature's brightest ornamentj^ 
The richest gift of Grace» 
Rival of angels^ and supfeme 
Proprietor of peace: 

CXLVJI1. 

Kay, peace beyond, no small degree 
Of rapture 'twill impart ; 5|0 

ICnow, Madam 1 " when your heart '$ id heav'iij 
*' All heav'n is in your heartj^ 

CXLIK* 

But who to heav*n their hearts can raise ? 

X>eny'd diyine support, 

AH virtue dies ; suppprt divine 

The wise with ardour court : 

^hen pray'r partakes the seraph's lire, 

' Tis mounted on his wing. 

Bursts thro' heav'n's crystal gates, and gains 

Sure audience of its King. ^09 

C£I. 

The lab'ring soul from sore distress 
That bless'd expedient frees; 



I see xQtt far advanc'd in peace; 
I we you OS your kncafc 

CLII. 

How on that posture has the beam 
Divine for ever shone ? 
An humble heart, God'f other seat! * 
The rival of his throve. 

And stoops Omnipotence so low? 

And condescends to dwell 6i« 

Eternity's inhabitant, 

Well-pleas'd, in such a cell ? 

CLtV* 

Such honour how shaU we repay! 
How treat our guest divine ?— 
The sacrifice supreme be slain 1 
Let self-will die: Resign; 

CLV* 

Thus far, at large, on our disease; 

Now, let the cause be shown. 

Whence rises, and will ever rise, • 

The dismal human groan. fit 

CLVf. 

What our sole fountain of distress f 
Strong passion for this scene ; 
That trifles makes important, things 
Of mighty moment mean. 
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OLTff. 

When earth'9 dark maxims poison thed 
On our polluted souls. 
Our hearts and mt 'nests fly as &jr 
Asunder as the poles^ 

CX.T11H 
Like princes in a cottage nujs'd 
Unknown their royal race, €^ 

With abject aims and sordid joyt 
Our grandeur we disgrace. 

CLIZ. 

O for an Archimedes new. 
Of moral pow'rs piossess'd. 
The world to move and quite expel 
That traitor from the breast 1 

CLX. 

No small advantage may be reap'd 

From thought whence we descend ; 

From weighing well, and prizing, weigh'd. 

Our origin and end ; 640 

cLxr. 
From far above the glorious sun 
To this dim scene we came; 
And may, if wise, for ever bask 
In great Jehovah's beam : 

CLXIf* , 

f^et that bright beam on reason rous'd, 
tn awful lustre rise. 
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£arth*8 giant illd are d varf d at onc^^ 
And all disquiet dies : 

CLXfir* 
Earth's glories, too, their splendor lose, 
^hose phantoms charm no more, , 65» 

Empire 's a feather for a fool^ 
And Indian mines are poor: 

Then levell'd quite, whilst yet alive^ 
Th6 monarch and his slave ; 
Kor wait enlighten'd minds to learn 
I'bat lesson from the grave. 

CLXV. 

A George the Third would then beSo^ 

As Lewis in renown, 

Could he not boast of glory more 

Than sparkles froni a crown. A 

CLXVI. 

When, huMan glory rises high 
Ai human glory can ; 
When, tho* the king is trtily grcat> 
Still greater is the man: 

cLXVir. 
The man is dead wher^ virtue fails ; 
And tho* the monarch proud 
In grandeur shines, 4ys gorgeous robe 
Is but a gaudy $hroud. 
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Wisdom! where art thou ? None on earth, 

Tho* gasping wealth, fame, pow'r, 67© 

But what, O Dfcatht thro' thy approach 

Is Wiser ev'ry hour. 

ttxix. 
Approach how swift I how unconfih'd ! 
Worms feast on viands -rare ( 
Those little epicures have king* 
To grace their biU of fare. 

CLXX. 

Fh>m Icings what resignation due 

To that almighty Will, 

Which thrones bestows; and, when they fail. 

Can throne them higher still I 680 

CLXXI. 

Who truly great ? the good and brave. 
The masters of a mind. 
The will divine to do resolvM; 
To suffer it resign'd, 

cLxxir. 
Madam 1 if that may give it weight, 
The trifle you receive 
Is dated from a solemn scene. 
The border of the grave; 

CLXXl It. 

Where strongly strikes the trtmbUng soul 

Eternity's dread pow*r^ 600 

nhmi IV. E 
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As bursting on it thro* the tbio 
Partitioo of an houf. 

CLXIIT. 

Hear ihis« V— taire! but tbis from me 
Runs hazard of your frown : 
However^ spare it; ere you die. 
Such thoughts will be your own, 

In mercy to yourself, foibeaip 

My notions to chastise, 

test unawares the gay V-— taire 

Should blame V — taift the wise, 700 

CLXXVI* 

Fame*s trumpet rattling in your eaf 
Now makes us disagree ; 
When a far louder trumpet soundSji 
V — taire will close with me. 

ClXXVll* 

How shocking is that modesty 
Which keeps Some honest men 
From urging what their hearts sMggest« 
When brav'd by Folly's pen, 

CLXXVIIU 

Assaulting truths, of which in aU 

Is sown the sacred seed I 7to 

Our constitution *s orthodox. 

And closes with our creed. 
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What then are they whose proud coDoeite 
Superior wisdom 4>oast I 
Wretched who.figbt their own beliefj 
And labour to be lost* 

Tho' Vice by no superior joys 

Her heroes keeps in pay ; 

Thro' pure disinterested love 

Of ruin they obey ; ii» 

Strict their devotion to the wroiv» 

Tho' tempted by no prito^; - 

Hard their commaadmpDtf « and their creeds 

Anuigaxineoflies 

From Fancy's forge : gay Fancy smilef 
At Reason plain and cool ; 
Fancy^ whose cwiout trade it i$ 
To make the finest fool. 

. cxxziir. 
V-— taire I long life *s the greatest cn^c 
That mortals can receive^ 7jo 

'When they imagine the chief end 
Of laving is to live; 

CLXXXIV. 

Quite thoughtless of their day of deaths 
That birth-day of their sorrow ; 
r^ung."} P ij ^ 
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Knowing it i^ay be distant fort 
Nor crush ihem till — ^to-moreow. 

CLXXXV. 

These arc cold, northern thoughts, concciVd 

Beneath an humble cot ; 

>Ipt mine your genius, or youf state. 

No Castle ♦ is my lot : 74» 

CLZSXVI. ' 

But soon, quite level shall <re lie ; 
And what pride most bemoans. 
Our parts, in rank so distant now, ^ 
As level as our bonafc ' ' 

cLxxxtir. '' 

|Icar you that sound ? alarmkig saimd ! 
Prepare to meet your fate ! 
One, writes jinw to our woriw. 
Is knocking at the gate. 

CLXXXVIII. " 

Far other works will soon be weigh**** 

Far other judges sit; ' 7$" 

Far other crowns be lost, or won. 

Than fire ambitious wit : 

CLXXXIX* 

Their wit far brightest will be proved 

Who sunk it in good sense, 

And veneration most profound 

Of dread Oipnipotence, . ^_______^____ 

• J^etters to Lord Ly lllet on. 
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CX€* 

Tis that alone unlocks the gate 

Of bless'd eternity ; 

O niayst thou never, never lose 

Ihat more than golden key 1 * 7^ 

Whatever may seem too rough, excuse; 
Your good I have at heart; 
Since from my soul 1 wish you well. 
As yet we must not parti 

CZCII. 

Shall you and I, in love with life^ 
Life's future schemes contrive. 
The world in wonder not unjust 
That we are still alive X 

xxcut. 
AVhat have we left ? how mean in man 
A shadow's shade to crave ? 770 

"When life, so vainl is vainer still, 
'Tis time to take .out leave. 

CXCIT. 

Happier, than happiest life his death* 
Who, falling in the field 
Of conflict with his rebel will* 
Writes f^icion bis shield : 

cxcv. 
So falling man, immortal heir 
Of an eternal prize, 

^ Alluding to Prussia. 
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Undaunted at the gloomy graven 

Descends into the skies. 7f o 

cxcvi. 
O how disordered our machine. 
When contradictions mixl 
When Nature strikes no less than twelve^ 
And Folly points at six ! 

CXCVI f. 

To mend the movement of your heart. 

How great is my delight I 

Gently to wind your morals up, 4 

And set your hand aright I 

CXCVI If* 

That hand which spread your wisdom wide 

To poison distant lands : 799 

Repent, recant; the tainted age 

Your antidote demands. 

CXCfX. 

To Satan dreadfully resigned 
Whole herds rush down the steep 
Of fully, by lewd wits possess'd. 
And perish in the deep. 

cc. 
Men*8 praise your vanity pursues; 
!Tis well, pursue it'still;- 
But let it be of men deceas'd, 
-And you 'II resign the will: Sop 
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. cct. 
And bow superior they to thos« 
At whose applause you aim. 
How very far superior they 
In number and in name I 

rOSTSCBlPT. 

I. * 

Thus have I written, when to wite 
No mortal should presume ; 
Or only write, what none can blame, 
Sicjacet»'"{or his tomb^ 

II. 
The public frowns, and censures loud 
M y puerile employ : « 

Jho' just the censure, if you smile. 
The scandal I epjoy. 

Ill 
But sing no more— no more I sing, 
Or reassume the lyre, lo 

Unless vouchiaf'd an humble part 
Where RajJhael leads the choir. 

rv. 
What myriads swell the concert loud I 
Their golden harps resound 
iiigh ati the footstool of the throne. 
And deep as hell profound: 

V. 

Hell (horrid contrast I) chord and song 
Of raptured angels drowns 
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In 8elf*wiirs peal of blasphemies. 
And hi<ieou8 burst of gnwns ; 

VI. 

Bat drowns them not tD m^; IJiear 
Harmontotts thunders roll 
(In language low of men to ^ak) 
From echoing pole to pole 1 

▼If. 
IVbilst this grand chorus shakes the 
" Above, beneath the sun, 
** Thro' boundless age, by roes, by gods, 
" Jehovah's will be done.'* 

vnr. 
'Tts done in heav'n; whence headlong haii*d 
Self-will, with Satan, felh 
And must from earth be banish'd too» . 
Or earth 's another hell. 

iz. 
Madam! self-wtll inflicts your pains; 
JSelf-will 's the deadly foe 
Which deepens all the dismal shades. 
And points the shafts of Woe. 

X. 

Your debt to Nature fully paid. 
Now Virtue claims her due; 
But Virtue's cause I need not plead, 
' Tis safe; I write to you. 



Yoli know, that Virtue's basis lies 
In ever Judging right; 
And wiping Error's cloud$ avfay. 
Which dim the mental sight. 

Why mourn the dead ? you wn^if^ thfi griiv<u 
From storm that safe resort ; 
We are still tossing out at sea. 
Our admiral in port. 

Was death deny'd, this world a scene 

Hovf dismal and forlorn 1 |J9 

To death we owe, that 'tis to m^n 

A blessing to be borii^ 

When ev'ry other blessing fails. 

Or sapp'd by slow decay» 

Or storm'd by sudden blasts of fate, • 

Is swiftly huri'd away ; 

XV. 

How happy ! that no storm, or time^ . . 

Of death can rob the just ; 

None pluck from their unacHing heads 

Soft pillows in the dust I 6^ 

ZTf. 

Well-pleas'd to bear Heaven's darkest firpwn, 
your utmost pow'r employ ; 



*Ti8 noble chymistry to mm 
Necessity to joy. 

xrtt, 
Whate'er the colour of my fate. 
My fate shall be tny choice; 
Determin'd am I, whilst I breathe. 
To praise and to rejoiee. 

xwtnu 
What ampfe cause 1 triumphant hope I 

rich eternity I 

1 start not a world in flamts, 
Charm*d with one glimpse of theew 

XIX. 

And thou ! fts great inhabitant! 
How glorious dost thou shine I ^ 
And dart thro' sorrow, danger, deatb> 
A beam of joy divine. 

XX. 

The void of joy (with some concern 
The truth severe I tell) 
Is an impenitent in guilt, 
A ibol or infidel. 

XXf. 

Weigh this, ye pupils of V— tairt I 
From joyless murmur free ; 
Or, let us know, which character 
Shall crown you of the thfee. 



XXM. 

Resign^ resign : this lesson nom 
To deeply can instill ; 
A crown has been resign'd by more 
Than have resign'd the will ; 

zziir, 
Tbo' will resign'd the meanest makes 
Superior in renown, 90 

And richer in celestial eyes 
Than he who wears a crown. 

ZXIT, 

Hence in the bosom of cold ^e 
Is kindled a strange aim 
To shine in song, end bid me boa^t 
The grandeur of my theme : 

But^ ohl how fir presumption falls 

Its lofty theme below ! 

Our thoughts in life's December freezei 

And numbers cease to flow. too 

xxv^. 
First! Greatest! Bestl grant what I wrote 
For others, ne'er may rise 
To brand the writer; thou alone 
Canst make our wisdom wise. 

XXVII. 

And how unwise, how deep in guilty 
How ^famous the fault. 
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«» A teicher thron'd in pomp of words^ 
«« In deed beneath the taught!" 

XXVIII. 

Means most infall fbly to make 

The world an infidel, ^'« 

And with instructions most4iVine 

To pave a path to hell. 

XXIX. 

O for a clean and ardent httrtl 
O for a soul on fire 1 
Thy praise, begun on earth, to sound 
Where angels string thfe lyre! 

XXX. 

How cold is man I lo him how hard, 

{ Hard what most easy seems) 

** To set a ju^t esteem on that 

«* Whi<h yet he— ^-^-most esteems," no 

XXXI. 

What shall we lay, when boundless bliss 
Is offer' d to mankind. 
And to that offer when a race 
Ofrationate is blind? 

XXXfl. 

Of human nature, ne»eT too high 

Are our ideas wrought ; 

Of human merit, ne'er too low 

Pepress'd the daring thought. iiS 
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DEATH OF QUEEN ANNE, 
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JOSEPH ADDlSOKj tSQ» 
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«« — — " '■'Gaudu curit. HOK. 

■ lapi-i ■■ 

Sir ! I have long, and with impatience, sought 
To ease the fulness of my grateful thought. 
My fame at once and duty to pursue. 
And please the publick by respect to you. 

Tho' you; long since beyond Britannia known. 
Hare spread your country's glory with your own. 
To me you never did more lovely shine. 
Than whein so late the kindled wrath divipe 
Quench'd our ambition in great Anna's fate. 
And darken'd all the pomp of human state. 10 

The' you are rich in fame, and fame decay, 
Tho* rais*d in life, and greatness fade away. 
Your lustre brightens ; virtue cuts the gloom 
With purer rays, and sparkles near a tomb. 

y^lume IF, Q 
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Knovr^ Sir I the great esteem and honour do^ 
I cho^> that moment, to profess to yoa. 
When sadness reign'd, when Fortune 40 seY«ro 
Bad warm'd our bosoms to be mpst s^nceie. 
And when no motive could have force to raise 
A serious value, and provoke my praise, 20 

But siuch as rise above, and far transcend,, 
Whatever glories with this world shall endj 
Then shining forth, when deepest shades shall bilol 
The sun's bright orh, and Catp be forgot. 

I sing ! — but ah ! my theme I need not tell ! 
See ev*ry eye with conscious sorrow swell : 
Who now to verse would raise his humble vpice. 
Can only shew his duty, not his choice. 
How great the weight of grief our hearts sustain! 
We languish, and to speak is to complain. 30 

Let us look back (for who top oft' can view 
ThJ^t most illustrious scene, forever new 1) 
See all the seasons shine on AQna's throne, 
An4 ps^y a constant tribute not their own. 
Her summers heats nor fruits alone bestow. 
They reap the harvest, and subdue the foe ; 
And when black storms confess the distant sun. 
Her winters wear the wreaths her summers won : 
Revolving pleasures in their turn appear. 
And triumphs are the product of the year. ^o 

To crown the whole, great joys in greater veasc. 
And glorious victory is lost in peace. 
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Whenti this profkston on our favour'd isle! 
t)id partial Fortune on our virtue smile ? 
Or did the sceptre iii great Anna*s band^ 
Stretch fofth this rich indulgence o'er our land I 
Ungrateful Britain \ quit thy groundless claim ; 
The Queen and thy good fortune are the samo 

Iiear> with alarms our trumpets fill the sky ^ 

*Tis Anna reigns; the Gallick squadrons fly. $q 

We spread our canrass to the southern shore s 
*ris Anna reigns i the South resigns her stores 
Her virtue soothes the tumult of the main» 

And swells the field with mountains of the slain; 

Argyle and Churchill but the glory share> 
While millions lie subdu'd by Anna's pray'r. 
How great her zeall how fervent her desire I 

How did her soul in holy warmth expire ! 

Constant devotion did her time divide^ 

Not set returns of pleasure or of pride ; 69 

'Not want of rest, nor the sun's parting ray. 

But finished duty, limited the day. 

How sweet succeeding sleepi what lovely themes 

Smii'd in her thoughts, and softeo'd all her dreams 1 

Her royal couch descending angels spread. 

And joia'd their wings, a shelter o^er her head . 
Tho' Europe's wealth and glory claim'd a par^ 

Religion's cause reign'd mistress of her heart } 

She SAW and griev'd, to see the mean estate 

Of those who round the bailow'd altar watt ; 79 

nwig,1 Q ij 
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She shed her bounty piously {xrofuse. 

And thought it more her own in sacred a$eB 

Thus on his (anow see the tiller stand. 
And fill with genial seed bis lavish hand ; 
He trusts the kindness of the fruitful plain. 
And providently scatters all his grain 

What strikes my sight ! does proud Angasta rise 
Kevv to behold, and awfully surprise 
Her lofty brow more numerous turrets crown. 
And sacred domes on palaces look down,: •♦ 

A noble pride of piety is shown. 
And temples cast a lustre on the throne. 
How would this work another's glory nhtl 
But Anna's greatness robs her of the praise: 
Drown'd in a greater blaze it disappears, 
Whodry'd the widow's rftid the orphan's tears > 
Who stooped from high to succour the distrefts'd 
And reconcile the wounded heart to rest? 
Great in her goodness, well could we perceive, 
Whoever sought, it was a Queen that gave. 90 

Misfortune lost her name ; her guiltless firown 
But made another debtor to the crown ; 
And each unfriendly stroke from fate we bor«. 
Became our title to the regal store. 

TIius injur'd trees adopt a foreign shoot. 
And their wounds blossom with a fairer fruit. 

Ye Numbers I who on your misfortunes thriv'd, , 
. When first the dreadful blast of Fame arriVd, 
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Say, what. Shock What .goiuM you felt. 

How did your souU with tender auguirii melt I «• 

That grief which litrng Anna's love supprci$»d^ 

Shook like a tempest ev'ry grateful breast. 

A second fate our sinking fortunes try'd ; 

A second time our tender parents dy 'd I 

Heroes returning from the field we ctown. 
And deify the haughty victor's frown; 
His s^endid wealth too rashly we admire. 
Catch the disease, and bum with equal fire. 
Wisely to spend is the great art of gain; 
And one relieved transcends a million slain. 
When time shall ask where onceRamillia lay* 
Or Danube flow'd that swept whole troops away. 
One drop of water that refreshed the dry 
Shall raise a fountain of eternal joy. 

But ah ! to that upknown and distant date 
Is Virtue's great reward push'd off by Fate ; 
Here random shafts in ev'ry breast are found. 
Virtue and merit but provoke the wound. 

August in native worth and regal state, 
Anna sat Arbitress of Europe's fate; i^O 

To distant reaima did ev'ry accent fly. 
And nations waich'deach motion of her eye. 
Silent, nor longer awful to be seen. 
How small a spot contains the mighty Queen I 
No throng of suppliant princes mark the place, 
-Whcte Britain's grealnes* iscompos'd in peace: 
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The broken earth is ecaite discern'd to rise* 
And a stone fells us where the monarch liesi. 

Thiis end maturest honours of a crown ! 
This is the last conclusion of renown 1 i^a 

So when« with idle skill, the wanton boy 
Breathes thro' his tube, he sees, with eager joy^ 
The trembling bubble, in its rising small. 
And by degrees, expands the glittering ball ; 
But when to full perfection blown it flies 
High in theair, and shines in various dyet* 
The little monarch with a failing tear. 
Sees his world burst at once, and disappear. 

' Tis not in sorrow to reverse our doom ; 
Ko groans unlock th' inexorable tomb t4« 

Why then this fond indulgence of our woe! 
What fruit can rise, or what advantage flow I 
Yes, this advantage from our deep distress* 
We learn how much in George the gods^can blesa. 
Had a les% glorious princess left the throne. 
But half the hero bad at first been shpwn; 
And Anna falling all the King employs. 
To yindlcs^ from guilt our rising joys: 
Our joys arise, and innocently shine, 
A uspicious n^onarcb ! what a praise is thine 1 150 

Welcome, great stranger! to Britannia's throne! 
Nor let thy country think thee all her own. 
Of thy delay how oft' did we complain 1 
Our hopes leacih'd out, ao^oaet thee on tJie maia^ 
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IVith pny*r we smoothM the billows for thy fleet 
With ardent wishes fill'd thy swelling sheet; 
And when ihy foot took place on Albion's shore, 
"We bending bless'd the gods, and ask'd no more. 
What hand but thine should conquer and compose. 
Join those whom int'rest joins, and chase our foes ? 
Repel the daring youth's presumptuous aim, i(Si 

And by his rival's greatness give him fame ! 
Now in some foreign court he may sit down. 
And quit, without a blush, the British crown. 
Secure his honour, tho' he lose his store. 
And take a lucky moment to be poor. 

Nor think, great Sir ! now first, at this late hcAir, 
In Britain's favour you exert your pow'r: 
To us, far back in time, I joy to trace 
The num' rous tokens of your princely grace. 1 70- 

Whether you choose to thunder on the Rhine, 
Inspire grave councils, or in courts to shine: 
In the more scenes your genius was displayed. 
The greater debt was on Britannia laid : 
They all conspir'd this mighty man to raise. 
And your new subjects proudly share the praise. 

All share: but may we not have leave to boast 
That we contemplate and enjoy it most ? 
This ancient nurse of arts, indulged by Fate 
pn gentle Isis' bank a calm leireat, 180 

For many rolling age» justly fam'd 
Has thro* the world her loyalty pr^claim'd 



I So OK rat DCA TH or Q, Aim I* 

And a/den pour'd (too well the truth is known 1) 
Her blood and treasure to support the throne ; 
For England's church her latest.accent stain'd 
And freedom with her dying hand retain'd ; 
No wonder then her ▼arious ranks agree 
In all thefenrenciesof xealfor thee. 

What tho' thy birth a distant kingdom boast. 
And seas divide thee from the British coast ? 190 

The crown 's impatient to inclose thy head ^ 
Why stmy thy feet ? the cloth of gold is spread. 
Our strict obedience thro' the world shall tell. 
That king '&a Briton who can gorern well. 



THE INSTALMENT, 

MDCXXVf, 

To the Right lion^ 

SIR R0B£11T WALr0i.fi. 
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With invocations some their breasts inflame; 
I need no Muse, a Walpole is my theme. 

Ye mjghty Dead ! ye garter'd Souis of Praise ! 
Our morning stars ! our boast in former days ! 
Which hov'ring o'er, your purple wings display, 
IrfUr-d by the pomp of this distinguished day. 
Stoop and attend : by one the knee be bound. 
One throw the mantle's crimson folds around ; 
l^y that the sword on bis proud thigh he plac'd, • 
This clasp the di'mond girdle round his waist, i4 

His breast, with rays, let jusi Godolphin spread, 
Wis^ Burleigh. plant the pliimageon bis head. 
And Edward own, aincc ^rst be fix'd thence. 
None press'd fair Glory with a swifter pace. 

When Fate would call some mighty genius fortb| 
To wake a drooping age to godlike worth,' 
Or aid soiqe fov'rite king's illustrious toif),| 
It bids his blo^d with gen'rous ardour boil ; . * 

H i^ blood, from Virtue's celebrated source, 
Four'd down the steep of time, a iengthen'd coum| 
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That men prepar'd may just attention pa^> 
Warn'd by the davrn to mark the g)orloii»da)fj 
When all the scatter'd merits of his line» 
Collected to a pointy intensely shine. 

See Britain ! see thy Walpole Ahine from far» 
Hit aiure riband and his radiant star; 
A star thatf with auspicious beams, "shall guide 
'i'hy vessel sale thro* Fortune's roughest tide . 

If Peace still smiles, by this shall Commerce fttcet 
A 6nish'd course, in triumph round the spberey jo 
And gath'ring tribute from each distant shore. 
In Britain's lap the world's abundance pour. 
If War's ordain'dy this star shall dart its beaois 
Thro* that black cloud which, rising from the Thames, 
With thunder form'd of Brunswick's wrath, is sent 
To claim the ^eas, and awe the Continent : 
This shall direct it where the bolt to throw, 
A star for us, a comet to the for. 

At Uiis the MusethaN kindle and aspire; 
My breast, O Walpoie f glows with<grdtrful fire ; 4* 
The streams of royal bounty, tum'dhy thee. 
Refresh the dry domains of poesy* 
My ^tune shews, when arts are Walpole*8 caie. 
What slendfc worth forbids vs<o despair: 
By this thy partial smile from cehsure free, ^ 
*Twas meant for Merit, tho' it fell on me. 

Since Brunawick'a smile has authoris'd my Miise^ 
Chaste be iicr conduct, and sublime her views. 
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False praises are the whoredoms of the pen. 

Which prostitute fair Fanoe to worthless men. 50 

This profanation of celestial fire 

Makes fools despise what Wisdom should adinire» 

l^et those I praise to distant times be known^ 

Not by their author's merit but their own. 

If others think tlie task is hard, to weed 

From verse lank Flattery's vivacious seed. 

And rooted deep, one means must set them free; 

Patron 1 and Patriot ! let them sing of thee. 

While vul|^ar trees ignoble honours wear. 
Nor those retain when winter chills the year, 6» 

The gen'rous orange, fav'rite of the sun. 
With vig*rous charms can thro' the seasons run; 
Defies the storm witK her tenacious j^reen. 
And flow'rs and fruits in rival pomp are seen; 
Where blossoms fall, still fairer blossoms spring 
And 'midst their sweets the feather 'd poets sing. 

On Walpole, thus, may pleas'd Britannia view 
At once her ornament and profit too ; 
The fruit of service, and the bloom of fame, 
Matur*d and gilded by the royal beam. 70 

He, when the nipping blasts of Envy rise. 
Its guilt can pity, and its rage despise; 
Let fall no honours, but, securely great, 
Unfaded holds the colour of bis fate; 
No winter knows, the' ruffling factions press. 
By wisdom deeply rooted in ftuccesik 
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One glory shed, a brighter is displayM, * 
And tbtf charin'd Muses shelter in the shadi. 

O how I long, enkindled by the theme. 
In deep eternity to launch thy name ! 9o 

Thy name in vieUr, no rights of verse I plead. 
But what chaste Truth endites old Time shall read. 

" Behold ! a man of ancient faith and blood, 
^' Which soon beat high for arts and public good ; 
** Whose glory great, but natural, appears, 
"The genuine growth of services and yean ^ 
'* No sudden exhalation drawn on high, 
^* And fondly guilt by partial majesty ; 
" One bearing greatest toils with greatest ease; 
'* One born to sefVe us, and yet born to please; 90 
'' Whom, while our rights in equal scales he lays, 
" The prince may trust, and yet the people praise; 
*' His genius ardent, yet.his judgment clear, 
*' His tongue is flowing, and his heart sincere ; 
" His counsel guides, his temper cheers our Isle, 
" And smiling, gives three icingdoms cause to smile." 

Joy then to Britain, blcss'd with such a son ; 
tTo Walpole joy ! by whom the prize is won ; 
Who, nobly conscious, meets the smiles of Pale; 
True greatness lies in daring to l>e great. 100 

Let dastard souls in aSectalion, run 
To shades, nor were bright honours fairly won ; 
Such men prefer, misled by false applause. 
The pride of modesty to Virtue's cause. 

• JCnisht of the Bath, and then of the Carttr. 
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)toTiAiln which make the face of Virtue falr^ 

*Tis great to merits and 'tis wise to wear; 

'Tis holding up the prize to publick view. 

Confirms grown virtue, and inflames the new; 

Heightens the lustre of our age and clime. 

And sheds rleh seeds of worth for future time. iiv 

Proud chiefs, alone in fields of slaughter fam'd. 
Of old this azure bloom of glory claim*d ; 
As when stern Ajax pour'd a purple floods 
The violet rose, fair daughter of his blood. 
Now rival Wisdom dares the wreath divide ^ 
And both Minervas rise in equal pride. 
Proclaiming loud a monarch fills the throne 
'Who shines illustrious not in wars alone. 
X^t fame look lovely in Britannia's eyes; 
They coldly court desert who fame despise r 120 

For what's ambition but fair Virtue'^ sail ? 
And what applause but her propitious gale ? 
"When, swell'd with that, she fleets before the wind 
To glorious aims, as to the port design'd ; 
When chain'd without it, to the laboring oar. 
She toils! she pants 1 nor gains the flying shore; 
From her sublime pursuits, or turn'd aside 
By blasts of Envy or by Fortune's tide; 
For one that has i^cceeded ten are lost. 
Of equal talents, ere they make the coast. 1 30 

Then let Renown to worth divine incite 
V^itb all her beamsj but thf9W those beams aright. 

ydum* IK R 
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Then Merit droops, and Genius downvardt tCBds>» 

When godlike Glory, like our land descends. 

Custom the Garter long confin'd to few^ 

And gave to birth exalted f irtue*s due : 

Walpole has thrown the proud enclosure down^ 

And high Desert embraces £sir Renown. 

Tho' rivalPd, let the peerage smiling see 

(Smiling in iustice to their own decree) 140 

This proud reward of majest/ bestow'd 

On worth like that whence first the peerage flowed. 

From frowns of Fate Britannia's bliss to guard, 

Let subjects merit, and let kings reward. 

Gods are most gods by giving to excel. 

And kings most like them by rewarding itell* 

Tho' strong the twanging nerve, and, drawn aright^ 
Short is the wingMi arrow's upward flight; 
But if an eagle it transfix on high, 
Xx>dg*d in tlie wound it soars into the sky. ip 

Thus while I sing thee with unequal lays. 
And wound, perhaps, that worth I mean to praise. 
Yet I transcend myself, I rise in fame, 
Kot lifted by my genius, but ray theme. 

No more ; for in this dread suspense of Fate 
Now kingdoms fluctuate, and in dark debate 
Weigh peace and war, now Europe's eyes are bent 
On mighty Brunswick for the great event ; 
Brunswick ! of kings the terror or defence ! 
W iio dares detain thee at a world's expence ? 1(0 
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I. 

Yb guardian Godt! who wait on kings^ 
And gently touch the secret tpringt 
Of rising fliought, solicit, I iMseeqb, 
For a poor stranger coaoe from fiir; 
Procure a suppliant traiTelier 
JEast of access^ and the soft boiu of speech. 

11. 
'Tis gain'd. Hail» Monarch, great.und wise I 
From distant climes and dusicy skies. 
O'er seas and lands I flew, your ear to claim : 
Yours is the sun and purple vine ; i^ 

J^eep in the frozen North I pine ; 
Nor vine iior Bun could wami me like my theme* 
r9Ufig2 Rij 
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1 II. 

A theme how great ! - on yonder tide 

A leafless forest spreading wide. 

The labour of the deep, my Muse tutveyt 

A Fleet whose empire o*er the wave 

You grant time strengthens^ Nature gave. 

Now big with death, the teiro? of the seas I 

IV. 

Ye great by Sea ! ye Shades ador'd ! 

W ho fir'd the bomb and batK'd the sword, St 

Arise I arise! arise! 'tis Britain cbaims ; 

Arise, ye boast of former wars I 

And, pointing to your glorious scars. 

Rouse me to verse, your martial sons to arin«. 

'Tis done : ^d seel sweet Clio brings 

From heav'n her deep-resDundiog strings ; 

Clio I the god * which gavfe thy chartning sheU* 

Demands its most exalted strain 

To sing the sov' reign of the naiii ; 

Of Ocean's. quee^ what wonders wiH thou tell f ft 

vr. 
Such wanders u.iiiay ftass for sport. 
Or vision in a saathern court : 
13ut, mighty Thvodes 1 those truths which mftke nse 
Your fathers saw, your sons shall see; b'^* 

Then quit your infidelity. 
Somf truths 'tis bfitter. to. believe thaaknov. 

*^fe|>tunet 
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▼II. 

Believe me. Kings! at Britain's nod. 

From each enchanted grove and wood. 

Huge oaks stalls down tli' unsliaded mouatain's side ; 

Tbe lofty pines assume new forms, 49 

Fly round tbe globe, and live in storfns. 

And tre^d and tciumph on the wond'ring tide. 

viti* 
She Qods again : the lab'ring earth 
Discloses a stupendous birth ; 
In smoking rivers runs her molten ore; 
Thence monsters of enormous size» 
And hideous nature, frowning rise. 
Flame from tl)e deck, from trembling bastions roar. 

IX. 

These ministers of Wrath fulfil. 

On empires wide, an island's will : SO 

Ye Nationsl know; know, all ye sceptred Powers! 

In sulph'rous night, and massy balls. 

And floods of flame, the tempest falls. 

When stern Britannia's awful senate lowVs. 

X. 

Bold is the style when hearts are bold: 

"Would Britain have her anger told ? 

O I never let a meaner language sound 

Than that which thro' black ether rolls. 

Than that which prostrates human souls. 

And rocks pale realms,' when angry Jove has firownU 

4f^ • • • 

Eiij 
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XI. 

In peace ihe sheath* her courage keen. 
And spares her nitrous magazine ; 
Her cannon slumber at the world's desire | 
But give just cause, at once they blase. 
At once they thunder from the seas, 
Touch'd by their injur'd master'* sou! of firah 

XII. 

Then furies rise! the battle raves t 

And rends the skies, and warms the wavea. 

And calls a tempest from the peaceful deep,^ 

In spite of Nature, spiie of Jove, ^ 

Whilst ail serene, and hush*d above. 

The boist'rous Avinds in azure chambers sleeps- 

Xlff. 

This, this, my Monarehs I is the scene 

For hearts of proof, for gods ot men ;' 

Here War's whole sting is shot, whole heart isapent! 

You sport in arms; how pale, how tame. 

How lambent is Bellona's.flamel 

How her storms languish on the Continent I 

XJV. 

A swarm of deaihs the mighty bomb 

Now scatters from har glowing womb ; fa 

Now the chain*d bohs in dread alliance joln'd, 

Hed-wing*d with an expanding blast. 

Sweep, In black whirlwinds, man and mast. 

And leave a sing*d and naked hull behin^i . 



Kow— but I 'm struck with pale despair. 

My Patrons! wh^t a burst was there! 

The strong ribb*d barks at once disploding fly ( 

Insatiate Death! compendious Fate I 

I>eep wound to some brave bleeding state ! * 

Cue nioment's guilt a thousand heroes die* 9» 

The great, gay, graceful, young, and brave^ 

(Short obsequies!) the sable wave 

Involves in endless night. Ye graveless Dead < 

Where are your conquests! now you rove 

Pale, pensive thro* the coral grote. 

Or shrink from Britain in your oozy bed. 

XVII. 

'While virgins fair, with tender toil. 

Of fragrant blooms their gardens spoil, 

X.OW lie the brows for which the wrath's designM, 

In sea-weed wra)}t. Alas! how vain lop 

The hope, the joy, the grief, the pain. 

The Jove, and godlike valour, of mankind! 

XVIII. 

Of brass his heart who durst explore. 
Shut up in triple brass and more. 
Who when explor'd the secret durst explain^ 
HoWg in one instant, at one blow. 
The maiden's sigh, the mothers throe. 
Of half a widow 'd land to render vain. 
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xiz. 
See 1 yon' cowlM friar in bit cell. 
With sulphur, flame, and crucible : no 

And can the charms of gold that saint inspire! 
O carsed cause! O curs'd event I 
O wondrous pow'r of accident 1 
He rivals gods, and sets the globe on fire. 

But the rank growth of modem ill 

Too well deserv'd that fatal skill. 

The skill by which destruction swiftly rans. 

And seas, and lands, and worlds, lays waste 

With far more. terror. Car more haste. 

Than ancient Nimrod and his haughty soni* ise 

ZZf« 

In frown and force old War must yieTd : 

The chariot sith'd, which mow'd the field. 

The ram, the castled elephant, were tame. 

Tame to rang'd ordnance, which denies, 

Superior terror to the skies. 

And claims the cloud, the thunder and the flame* 

The flame, the thunder, and the cloud. 

The night by day, the sea of blood. 

Hosts whirl'd in air, the yell, the sinking .thiongf 

The gravetess dead, and ocean warm'd, ijo 

A firmament by mortals stoym'd. 

To wrong'd Britannia's angry brow belongt 
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Or do I dream or do I rave ? 

Or do I see the gloomy cave 

^here Jove's red bolts the giant brothers^frame ? 

The swarthy gods of loil and heat 

Ix>ud peals on mountain anvils beat. 

And panting tempests rouse the roaring flame. 

XXIV. 

Ye sons of ^tnaJ hear my call ; 

I^et your unfinishM labours fall, 14O 

That shield of Mars, Minerva's helmet blue: 

Suspend your toils, ye brawny Throng i 

Charm'd by the magic of my song, 

Drop the feign'd thunder, and attempt the true. 

zxv. 
Begin : and, first, take winged flight. 
Fierce flames, and clouds of thickest night. 
And trembling Terror, paler than the dead; 
Then borrow from the North his roar. 
Mix groans and death; one phial pour 
Of dread Britannia's wrath, and it U made. 1 5* 

XXVI. 

Yet Peace celestial ! may thy charms 

Still Are our breasts, tho' clad in arms: 

|f scenes of blood avenging Fates decree. 

For thee the swgrd brave Britons wield*; 

For thee charge o'er'.th' embattled field. 

Or i^lunfe thro' seas, thro* crimson seas^ for th^^ 
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xxvir. 
£v*n now for peace the god« are press'd ; 
We woo the nations to be bles&'d; 
For peace^ yictorious Kings ! we call to you : 
For peace on pinions of the dove, i6o 

Soft emblem of eternal lovel 
Thro' trackless air and desert skies I flew« 

XXVI n. 
My former lays,* of rough contents. 
Of waves, and wars, and armaments. 
Were but as peals of ordnance to confess 
Your height of dignity, to clear 
Your deaf, your late obstructed ear. 
And wake attention to more miM addrcst* ' 

zxtx. 
Have I not heard you both declare 
Your hearts detest the purple war, 170 

And melt in anguish ior the world's repose 1 
Hail, then 1 all hail 1 your wish is crowa'd^ 
Your godlike zeal thro* time renown*d. 
Thro' Europe biess'd, with joy her heart o*erflows. 

XXX. 

Your friend, your brother of the North, 

To meet your arms comes smilii^ forth. 

And leads soft-handed Peace: how pow'rful he t 

His numerous race, the blossoms bright 

Of golden empire, radiant sight I 

Endless beam on into eternity. iSs 

'— — — fc.—— — I I ■ ■ I ^— —————— ^—— 

* The foregoing stanzas. 
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What long allies! — ^the viigin train 

Your most obdurate foes may gain; 

See how her charms in lineal lustre shine 1 

•Thro* ev'ry genuine branch the fire 

Has darted rays of temper'd fire : 

The mother breath'd soft air, and bloom divine. 

ZXXII. 

How fair the field j ye Aonian bees ! * 

The flow'rs ambrosial, fondly seize, 

Luxurious draw the sweet Hyblean strain ; 

That gods may lean from heav'n to hear, igo 

And my thron'd Patron's ravishM ear 

The soul's rich nectar drink,and thirst i^ain, 

XXXIII* 

£v*n mine they taste, and with success: 
Ambition's fumes my strains repress; 
The fever flies; no noxious thoughts ferment ; 
No frenzy. Caking friends lor foes ; 
The pulse subsides ; they seek repose; 
Nor I my winged embassy repent, 

XXXIV. 

No : by the blood of Blenheim's plain 

I swear the rumour'd war is vain : 

Shall Gallic faith and friendship ever ceases 1 

J swear by Europe's lovely dread, 

I swear by great £Iiza*s shade. 

The wise Ibernian is the friend of peace. 

• Xe poets. 
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XXZT. 

Yet, lest I fail, (for prophets old 

Not all infallibly foretold) 

We set our naval terrors in array. 

Know, Britons! an Augustus reigns; 

If foes compel , send forth your chains. 

While haughty thrones, uncen8ur*d, might obey. JM 

XXXVI. 

O, could I sing ^s you have fought, 

I'd raise a monuntent of thought 

Bright as the sun 1 — How you burn at my heart I 

How the drums all around 

Soul-rising resound ! 

Swift drawn from the thigh. 

How the swords flame on high! 

How the cannons' deep knell 

I^ates of kingdoms foretel 1 

How to battle, to battle, our fathers brave part, i;fl 

How to battle, to conquest, to triumph, we dart! 

xxxvir* 
But who gives conquest? he whose ray 
To darkness turns the blaze of day; 
Whose boundless favour far outflows the main; 
Whose pow'r the raging waves can stilt. 
And curb more rebel human will.— 
With peace O bless us ! or in war sustain. 

xxxvtii. 

Dost thou sustain ? Ye twinkling Fry I 

That swim the seas, glide gently by j 
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Tho' your scales glitter^ tho' your numbers swartn^ 
Ah t gently glide for life's dear sake, 131 

Nor dare leviathan awake. 
Who spouts a river, and who breathes a storm; 

XXXIX. 

And now whq censures this Address? ■ 

Tl|us crowns, states, common men make peace ; 

They swell, sooth, double, dive, swear, pray, defy; 

And when rank Interest has prevail'd. 

And Artifice the treaty seal'd. 

Stark Love and Conscience own the bastard tit. 

XL. 

Ambassadors I ye mouths of kings! 24^ 

Ye missive monarch&l empire's wings ! 

W hat tho' the >luse your province proudly chose I 

'Tis a reprisal fairly made. 

Her province you long since invade. 

Ye perfect Poets 1 in the vale of prose. 

XLI. 

More safe, O Muse 1 that humble vale. 

Than the proud surge and stormy gale : 

Thy dang'rous seas with wrecks are cover'd o'er^ 

Duiness and Frenzy cuise thy streams. 

Rocks, infamous for murder'd names ! 25* 

O! strike thy swelling sails, and make to shore. 

XL 11. 
"W hile warmer climes, in cooler strains^ 
Or tented fields, or dusty plains, 

yahm4 if\ 8 
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The bleeding horse and horseman hurl to ground, 

'Tis mine to sing^ and sing the first. 

That mighty shock, that dreadful burst 

Of war, which bellows thro* the seau profoand. 

Zf.111. 

Nor mean the song, or great my blame; 

When such the patrons, such the theme, 259 

Who might not glow, soar, paint, with rage divine? 

Truth, simple Truth, I proudly d^esa'd 

In Fancy's robe, her flow'ry ?est 

Pipp'd in the curious colours of the Nine. 

xuv. 
But, ah ! 'tis past; I sink ; I faint; 
Nor more can glow, or soar, or paint; 
The refluent captures from my bosom roll; 
To heay'n returns the sacred nmid. 
And all her golden visions fade, 
Ne*er to revisit my tumultuous soul. 

XLV. 

My vocal Shell I which Thetis form'd 270 

Beneath the waves which Venus warm'd 
With all her charms, (i/" ancient tales be true) 
And in thy pearly bosom glow*d 
Ere Paean silver chords be&tow'd ; 
My Shell I which Clio gave, which kings applaud. 
Which Europe's bleeding Genius call'd abroad. 
Adieu, pacific Lyrel my laurell'd Throncsl adleo. 
Hear, Atticus! your sailor's song: I sing, I live for you. 
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HoLLEsI immortal in far more than fame 1 
Be thou illustrioua in far more than pow'r. 
Great things are small when greater rise to view. 
Tho' station*d high, and press'd with public cares, 
Disdain not to peruse my serious song. 
Which peradventure, may push by the world : 

Of a few moments rob Britannia*8 weal. 

And leave £uropa*s counsels less mature ; 

For thou art noble, and the theme is great. 
Nor shall or Europe or Britannia blame lO 

Thine absent ear, but gain by the delay. 

JLiong yers'd in senates and in cabinets. 

States' intricate demands and high debates I 

As thou of use to those, so this to thee ; 

And in a point that empire far outweighs. 

That far outweighs all Europe's thrones in one. 

Let greatness prove its title to be great. 

' Tis pow'r's supreme prerogative to stamp 

On others' minds an image of its own. 

Bend the strong influence of high place, to stem 20 

* The late rebellion in 1745. 
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The stream that sweeps away the country's weal ; 
The Stygian stream, the torrent of our guilt. 
For as thou mayst give life to Virtue's cause ; 
Let not the ties of personal regard *" 

Betray the nation's trusts to feeble hands: 
Let not fomented flames of private pique 
Prey on the vitals of the public good: 
Let not our streets with blasphemies resound. 
Nor lewdness whisper where the laws can reach: 
Let noi best laws, the wisdom of our sires, 3s 

Turn satires on their sunk degenVate sons. 
The bastards of their blood! and serve no point 
But, with more emphasis, to call them fools: 
Let not our rank enormities unhinge 
Britannia's welfare from divine support. 

Such deeds the Minister, the Prince adorn; 
No pow'r is shown but in such deeds as these : 
All, all is impotence but acting right; 
And Where's the statesman that would shew hispow'r^ 
To prince and people thou, of equal zeal! 40 

Be it thenceforward but thy second care 
To grace thy country, and support the throne; 
Tho' this supported, that adorn'd so well. ' 

A throne superior our first homage claims; > 

To Cesar's Csesar our first tribute doe : j 

A tribute which, unpitld, makes specious wrong J 
And splendid sacrilege of all beside: 
Illustrious follows; we must first be just; 



J 
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And what so just as awe for the Supreme ? 

L«ss fear we rugged ruffians of the North, 50 

Than Virtue's well-cIad rebels nearer home: 

Less Loyola's disguis'd, all-aping sons. 

Than traitors lurking in our appetites; 

JLess all the legions Seine and Tagus send. 

Than unrein'd passions rushing on our peace: 

Yon* savage mountaineers are tame to these* 

Against those rioters send forth the laws. 

And break to Reason's yoke their wild careers* 

Prudence for all things points the proper hour, 
Tho* some seem more importunate and great. 60 

Tho' Britain's gen'rous views and int'rests spread 
Beyond the narrow circle of her shores. 
And their grand entries make on distant lands; 
Tho' Britain's Genius the wide wave bestrides. 
And, like a vast Collossus, tow'ring stands 
With one foot planted on the Continent ; 
Yet be not wholly wrapp'd in public cares, 
Tho* such high cares should call as call'd of late; 
The cause of kings and emperors adjourn. 
And Europe's little balance drop awhile; 70 

For greater drop it : ponder and adjust 
The rival int'rests and contending claims 
Of life an^ death, of now and of for-ever ; 
Sublimest theme 1 and needful as sublime. 
Thus great Eliza's oracles renown'd. 
Thus Walsingham and Raleigh (Britain's boasts!) 

Siij 



Thus €v*ry statesman thoughf that eyer«— dyM. 

There 's inspiration in a sable* hoorj 

And Death's approach makes poltticians wise. 

When, thunderstruck, that aagle Wolsey tbll ; fa 
When royal favour, at an ebbing sea^ 
Like a leviathan, his grandeur left. 
His gasping grandeur! naked on the strand, 
Kaked of human, doubtful of divine, 
Assiatance ; no more wallowing in his wealth. 
Spouting proud foams of insolence no more. 
On what, then, smote his heart, uncardinali'd. 
And sunk beneath the level of a man 7 
On -the grand article the sum of things! 
The point of the first magnitude! that point 90 

Tubes, mounted in a court, but rarely reach ; 
Some painted cloud stilf intercepts their sight. 
First right to judge; then chuse; then persevere, 
Stedfast, as if a crown or mistress call'd. — 
These, these are politics will stand the test. 
When finer politics t^Tr r»aster sting. 
And statesmen fain^ would shrink to common men. 
These, these are politics will answer now, 
( When common men would fain to statesmen swell) 
Beyond a MacbiavePs or Tencin's scheme. ico 

All safety rests on honest counsels: these • 
Immortalize the statesman, bless the state. 
Make the prince triumph, and the people smile; 
In peace rever'd, or terrible in arms. 
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CIose-leaguM with an inFtncible ally. 

Which honest cooneelt never fail to fix 

In-favourof an unabandon'd land; 

A land— 'that starts at such a land as this> 

A )>ar I lament, so principled, will sink 

All ancient schools of empire in 6i»gr&c^ ho 

And Britain's glory, rising from the dea^. 

Will fill the world, loud Fame's superior song. 
Britain !— that word pronounc'd is an alarms 

It warms the blood, tho' frozen in our veins 

Awakes the soul, and sends her to the field, 

Enamour'd of the glorious face of Death, 

Britain!— there 's noble magic in the sound, 

O what illustrious images arise! 

Embattled, round me, blaze the pomps of warl 

JBy sea, by land, at home, in foreign climes, i^o 

W^hat fuii-blown laurels on our fathers' brows I 

Ye radiant Trophies! and imperial Spoils 1 

Ye Scenes! -r-astonlshing to modern «ight I 

Let me^ at least, enjoy you in ^ dream. 

Why vanish? 3tay, ye god' ike Strangers! stay. 

Strangers !r— I wrong my countrymen: they wake; 

High beats the pulse; the noble pulse of War 

Beats to that ancient measure, that grand march 

Whieh^thea prevail'd, w!ien Britain highest soar'd. 

And ev'ry battle paid for heroes slain. 133 

No more our great forefathers stain our cheeks 

With blushea; their renown our sliame nO Uiorc* 
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In military gaib, and sodden arms. 

Up starts Old Britain ; ciosiers; crcsiersan laid by; 

Trade wields the sword, and Agriculture leaves 

Her half-tum'd fanow: other harvests fire 

A nobler av'rice, av'rice of renown I 

And laurels are the growth of ev*ry field. 

In distant courts is our commotion felt ; 

And less like gods sit monarchs on their thrones. 140 

What arm can want or sinews or success. 

Which, lifted from an honest heart, descends 

With all the weight of British wrath to cleave 

The Papal mitre, or the Gallic chain. 

At ev'ry stroke, and save a sinking land ? 

Or death or victory must be resoiv'd; 
To dream of mercy, O how tame I how mad I 
Where, o*er black deeds, the crucifix display'd 
Fools think heav'n purchat'd by the blood tliey shed; 
By giving! not supporting, pains and death I 150 

Nor simple death ! where they the greatest saints 
Who most subdue all tenderness of heart; 
Students in torture ! where, in zeal to him. 
Whose darling title is The Prince of Peace. 
The best turn ruthless butchers for our sakes; 
To save ns in a world they recommend. 
And yet fcrbear, themselves with earth content : 
What modesty !— -such virtues Rome adorn 1 
And chiefly those who Rome's first honours wear, 
Wi)08e name from Jesus, and whose aits from hell I 
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And shall a Pope-bred primeling crawl ashore, 161 

R«plete with venom, guiltless of a sting, 

And whistlecut-throats, with those swords that scrap'd 

Their barren rocks for wretched sustenance. 

To cut his passage to the British throne ? 

One that has suck'd in malice with his milk. 

Malice to Britain, Liberty, and Truth i 

Lass savage was his brother-robber's nurse. 

The bowling nurse of plund'ring Romulus, 

£re yet far worse than Pagan harboar'd there. 170 

Hail to the braveJ be Britain Britain still; 
Britain ! high favour'd of indulgent Heav'n! 
Nature's anointed Empress of the deepl 
The nurse of merchants, who can purchase crowns! 
Supreme in commerce! that exub'rant source 
Of w^ralth, the nerve of war ; of wealth, the bloody 
The circling current in a nation's veins, 
To'set high bloom on the fair face of Peacel 
This once so celebrated seat of pow*r. 
From which escap'd the mighty Caesar triumph'df 
Of Gallic lilies this eternal blast ! iSi 

This terror of Armadus i this true bolt 
Ethftreal-temper'd, to repress the vain 
Salmonean thunders from the Papal cbatr! 
This small isle wide-realm'd monarchs eye with awel 
Which says to their ambition's foaming waves, 
*' Thuafar, nor farther I'v—Let her hold, in life, 
Nought dear disjoin'd from freedom and renown; 
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Renown« our ancestor' great legacy^ 
To be transmitted to their latest soaa. 190 

By thoughts ioglorious, and un-British deeds^ 
Their canceM'd will is impiouisly profaa'd. 
Inhumanly disturb'd their sacred dust. 

Their sacred dust with recent laurels crown^ 
By your own valour won. This sacred isle. 
Cut from the Continent, that world of slaves; 
This temple built by Heav'n's peculiar care. 
In a recess from the contagious world. 
With ocean pour*d around it for its guard. 
And dediMted, long, to Liberty, 30a 

That health, that strength, that bloom, of civil lifel 
This temple of still more divine ; of faith 
Sifted from errors, purify'd by flames. 
Like gold, to take anew Truth's heavenly stamp, 
And (rising both in lustre and in weight) 
With her bless'd Master's unmaim'd image shine; 
Why should she longer droop 7 why longer act 
As an accomplice with the plots of Rome f 
Why logger lend an edge to Bourbon's sword. 
And give him leave, among his dastard troops, aro 
To muster that strong succour, Albion's crimes? 
Send his self-impotent ambition aid. 
And crown the conquest of her fiercest foes ? 
Where are her foes most fatal ? blushing Truth, 
*' In her friends' vices,"— with a sigh replies. 
Empire on Virtue's rock unshaken stands; 



OW TBI VUUMT JVVCTURB. SO? 

Flux, as the billows, when in vice dissolv'd. 
If Heav'n reclaims us by the scouige of war. 
What thanks are due to Paris and Madrid i 
"Would they a revolution ?-- ^Aid their aim. 220 

But be the revolution— in our hearts! 

Wouldst thou (whose hand is at the helm) the bark. 
The shaken bark of Britain, ^ould outride 
The present blast, and ev'ry future storm i 
Give it that ballast which alone has wei|^ht 
With him whom wind, and waves, and war obey. 
Persist. Are others subtle ? thou be wise: 
Above the Florentine's court>science raise; 
Stand forth a patriot of the ,moral world ; 
The pattern, and the patron, of the just: 2jo 

Thus strengthen Britain's military strength; 
Give its own terror to the sword she draws. 
Askyou, "What mean I?" — The most obvious truth; 
Armies and fleets alone n^'er won the day. 
When our proud arms are once disarm'd, disarmed 
Of aid from him by whom the mighty fall; 
Of aid from him by whom the feeble stand; 
Who takes away the keenest edge of battle. 
Or gives the sword commission to destroy ; 
Who blasts, or bids the martial laurel bloom ;— 240 
Emasculated, then, most msnly might ; 
Or, tho' the might remains, it nought avails : 
Then wither'd Weakness foils the sinewy arm 
Of man's meriditn and high-hearted pow'r: 
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Our naval thunders, and our tented fields 

With trayeird banners fanning southern cliroeSy 

What do they ? This; and more what can thejr do ? 

When heap'd the measure of a Icingdom's crimes. 

The prince most dauntless, the first plume of war, 

]py such bold inroads into foreign lands^ 2^ 

Such elongation of our armaments. 

But stretches out the guilty nation's neck. 

While HeaT'n commands her executioner. 

Some less abandon'd nation to discharge 

Her full-ripe vengeance in a final blow. 

And tell the world, *' Not strong in human strength; 

" And that the proudest empire holds of Heav'n/* 

O Britain 1 often rescu'd, often crown*d. 
Beyond thy merit or most sanguine hopes. 
With all that 's great in war or sweet in peace ! 2^ 
Know from what source thy signal blessings flow. 
Tho' bless'd with spiiits ardent in the field, 
Tho' cover'd various oceans with thy fleets, 
Tho* fenc'd with rocks, and moated by the mainj 
Thy trust repose in a far stronger guard; 
In him, who thee, tho' naked, could defend ; 
Tho' weak, could strengthen; ruin'd, could restore. 

How oft' to tell what arm defends thine isle. 
To guard her welfare, and yet check her pride. 
Have the winds snatch'd the victory from War ? 270 
Or rather won the day, when War despair'd ? 
How oft' has providential succour aw'd« 
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Aw*d while it bless'd us, conscious of our guilt ? 
Struck desid all confidence in human aid. 
And, while we triumph *d, made us tremble too! 

Well may we tremble now ; what manners reign ? 
But wherefore ask we, when a true reply 
Would shock too much t Kind Heavin! avert events 
Whose fatal nature might reply too plaint 
Heav'n's half*baf'd arm of vengeaiice has been wav*d 
In northern skies, and pointed to the souths aSf 

Vengeance delayed but gathers and ferments; 
Moce formidably blackens in the wind ; 
Brews deeper draughts of unrelenting wrath. 
And higher charges the suspended storm. 

" That public voice portends a public fall"--* 
Is this conjecture of adveni'rous Thought ? 
Or pious Coward's puIpit-cushion*d dream ? 
Far from it. This is certain ; this is faie. 
What says experience, in her awful chair 290 

Of ages, ber authentic annals spread 
Around her ? What says Reason, eagle-ey'd ? 
Nay, what says common Sense, with common Care 
Weighing events, and causes^, in her scale ? 
Ail give one verdict, one decision sign ; 
And this the sentence Deiphos could not mend; 
♦* Whatever secondary props may rise 
*' Fr^nn politics, to buiid the public peace« 
*' The basis is the manners of the land. 
*' When rotten thew^ the politician's wiles 309 
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" Bat straggle with destruction, as a child 
•' With giants hudge, or giants with a Jove, 
" The statesman's arts to conjure up a peace^ 
*' Or military phantoms void of force, 
*' But scare away the vultures for an hour; 
*.' The scent cadaverous (for, oh J how rank 
*' The stench of profligates ?) soon lures them back; 
" On the proud flutter of a Gallic wing 
'* Soon they return; soon make their full descent; 
*' Soon glut their rage, and riot in our ruin; jie 
*< Their idols grac'd, apd gorgeous with our spoils, 
*< Of universal empire sure presage I 
•« Till now repell'd hy seas of British blood.*' 
And whence the manners of the multitude f 
The col lours of their maimers, black or fair. 
Falls from above ; from the complexion falla 
Of state Othellos, or white men in pow'r r 
And from the greater height example falls. 
Greater the weight, and deeper its imprest 
In ranks inferior, passive to the stroke ; / 3ie 

From the court-mint, of hearts the current coin. 
The pulpit presses, but the pattern drives. 
What bonds then, bonds how manifold, and strong 
To duty, double duty, are the great ? 
And are there Sampsons that can burst them a1|? 
Yes ; and great minds that stand in need of nont. 
Whose pulse beats virtue, and whose gen'rous blOQd 
Aidf mental motives to push on rpnpwn, 
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In emalation of their glorious sires. 

From whom rolls down the consecrated stream. 3}0 

Some sow good seed in the glad people's hearts^ ' 
Some carsed tares, like Satan, in the text ; 
This makes a foe most fatal to the state; 
A foe who, (like a wizard in his cell) 
In his dark cabinet of crooked schemes. 
Resembling Cuma*s gloomy grot, the foige' 
Of boasted oracles, and real lies, 
(Aided perhaps by second'^sighted Scot», 
French Magi, relics riding post from Rome, 
A Gothic hero * rising from the dead, I40 

And changing for spruce plaid his dirty shrond^ 
With succour suitable fiom lower still) 
A foe who, these concurring to the charm, 
Bxcites those storms that shall overturn the state. 
Rend up her ancient honours by the root. 
And lay the boast of ages, the rever'd 
Of nations, the dear«bought with sumless wealth 
And blood illustrious, (spite of her La Hogues, 
Her Cresseys, and her Blenheims) in the dust* 

H<»w must this strike a horror thro' the breast, 3^ 
Thra' ev'ry gen'rous breast where honour reigns. 
Thro' ev'ry breast where honour claims a share i 
Yes, and thro' ev'ry breast of honour void ? 
This thought might animate the dregs of men ; 

* The invader affects the characxer of Charles >LII. 
of Sweden. 
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Terment them into spirit ; give them fire 

To fif^ht the cause, the black opprobrious cause, 

foul core of a !I! corruption at our hearts. 

What wreck of empire has the stream of Tinae 

Swept, wit^i their vices, from the mountain-height 

Of grandeur, deifv'd by half mankind, jj6» 

To dark Oblivion's melancholy lake. 

Or flagrant Infamy's eternal brand! 

Those names at whirh surrounding nations shook. 

Those names ador'd, a nuisance ! or forgot! 

Kor this the caprice of a doubtful dye. 

But Nature's course ; no single chance against it. 

For know, my Lord ! 'lis writ in adamant, 
• Tis lix'd, as is the basis of the world. 
Whoso kingdoms stand or fall by the decree. 
What saw the:e eyes, surprised?— Yet why surprisM?— 
For did divine the rrisis seem'd to call, 371 

And how divine was the monition giv'n ? 
As lat ' I walk'd the night in troubled thought, 
I.U' peace rii^di'-b'd by rumours from the North, 
W'riio thuiK'er, «*er my head, portentous, roll'd^ 
As g ' r; J <^!^n:il of some strange evet. 
And Oct jn cr.....n'd b^fieath for her he lov'd, 
Ali>'»n i!ie Fair' :o long his empire's queen, 
Who.f* ''piorn i*; i»pv' congested by her foe,*. 
On 'ler whit*- cliffs (a idbi^i broad and bright^ "310 
Str'n«!y r»»flei tinp fhe pale lunar ray) 
l?y Fo«''*>; ow.i iru-i pen I saw it writ. 
And thu& the tiile ran: 
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THC statesman's CRSBD. 

^* Ye States! and Empires 1 nor of empires least, 
" Tho* least in size; hear Britain! thou whose lot, 
** Whose final Iot« is in the balance laid 1 
" Irresolutely play the doubtful scales^ [from me, 
*' Nor Itnotir'st thou which will win« — Knowj then, 
" As governed well or ill, states sink or rise s 
*' State-ministers, as upright or corrupt, ^$9 

** Are balm or poison in a nation's veins; 
" Health or distemper; hasten or retard 
*' The period of her pride, her day of doom : 
^' And tho' for reasons obvious to the wise, 
*' Just, Providence deals otherwise with men, 
'* Yet believe, Britons I nor too late believe, 
** 'Tis fix'd! by Fate irrevocably fiz'd ! 
" Virtue and Vice are Empire's life and death.** 

Thus it is written.— *Heard you not a groan 
Is B ritain on her death-bed ?— Ko, that groan 409 
Was utter'd by her foes.—- But sooa the scale, 
If this divine monition is despis'd. 
May turn jigainst us. Read it, ye who Rule ! 
With reverence read; with stedfastness believe; 
V^ith courage act as such belief inspires; 
Then shall your glory stand like Fate's decree ; 
Then shall yonr name in adamant be writ. 
In records that defy the tooth of Time, 
By nations sav'd, resounding your applause. 

While deep beyond your xnoouroent's proud taM^ 

Xuj 
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In black ObHvion's kennel, shati be iroS 

Their execrable namei who» high in pow'r. 

And deep in guilt, most ominously shine, 

(The meteors of the state!) give Vice her heat!. 

To licence Ie\vd let loose the public rein; 

Quench ev'ry spark of conscience in the ^and. 

And triumph in the profligate's applause: 

Or who to the first bidder sell their souls. 

Their country sell, sell all their father's bought 

With funds exhausted and exhausted veins, 420 

To demons, by his Holiness ordain'd 

To propagate the gospel — penn'd at Rome ; 

Hawk'd thro' the world by consecrated bulls; 

And bow illustrated P — by Smiihfield flames: 

Who plunge (but not like Curtius) down the gul^ 

Pown narrow-minded Self's voracious gulf. 

Which gapes, and swallows all they swore to save: 

Hate all that lifted heroes into gods. 

And hug the horrors ofa victor's chain: 

Of bodies politic that destin'd hell, 43e 

Inflicted here, since here their beings end: 

That vengeance, soofi or lale ordain'd to fall. 

And fall from foes detested and despis'd. 

On disbelievers — of the Statesman's Creed. 

Note, here, my Lord I (unnoted yet it liea 
By most, or all) these truths political 
Serve more than public ends : this Creed of States 
Seconds, and irresistibly supports. 
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The Christian Creed. Are you surpris'dl Attend; 
And on the Statesman's build a nobler name. 440 

This punctual Justice exercis'd on states^ 
With which authentick chronicle abounds. 
As all men know, and therefore must believe ; 
This, vengeance pour'd on nations ripe in guilt, 
Four'd on them here, where only they exist, 
AVjiat is it but an argument of sense. 
Or rather demonstration, to support 
Our feeble faith — " That they who states compose, 
" That men 'who stand not bounded by the grave, 
** Shall meet like measure at their proper hour?" 450 
For God is equal, similarly deals 
With states and persons, or he were not God; 
With means, a rectitude immutable, 
A pattern sure of universal right. 
What then shall rescue an abandon'd man ? 
Nothing, it is rei>ly*d« Reply 'd by whom ? 
Reply *d by politicians well as priests: 
Writ sacred set aside, mankind's own writ. 
The whole world's annals; these pronounce his doom* 

Thus (what might seem a daring paradox) . 460 
Ev*n politics advance divinity: 
True masters there are better scholars here. 
Who travel history in quest of schemes 
To govern nations, or perhaps oppress, 
May there start truths that other alms inspire. 
And, iiJttt Caodace's eunuch, asthey read. 
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By pfOTidenee fmm Christians on their roidf 
Bigging for silver they may strike on-goM; 
May be siirpris'd with better than they sought. 
And entertain an angel unawares. 47* 

Nor is Divinity ungratefal found. 
As politicks advance divinity. 
Thus, in return, divinity promotes 
True politicks, and crowns the statesman's pratsb 
AH wisdoms are but branches of the chief. 
And statesmen sound but shoots of iionest men. 
Are this world's witchcrafts pleaded in excuse 
For deviations in our moral line f 
This, and the next world, view'd with such an eyt 
As suits a statesman, such as keeps in view 49a 

His own exalted science, both conspire 
To recommend and fix us in the right. 
If we regard the politicks of Heav'n, 
Th( grand administration of the whole, 
*What's the next world ? a Supplement of this: 
Without it justice is defective here; 
Just as to states, defective as to men : 
' If so, what is this world ? as sure as right 
Sits in Heav*n's throne, a prophet of the next, 
f riie you the prophet ? then believe him too ; 40 
His'propbesy more precious than his smile. 
How comes it then to pass, with most on earth. 
That this should charm us, that should discompow ? 
Long as the sutesman finds this case hit own. 
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So long his politics are uncomplete : 

In dangex he, nor is the nation safe. 

But soon must rue his inauspicious pow'r. 

What hence results? a truth that should resound 
For ever awful in Britannia's ear: 
" Religion crowns the statesman and the man, s^ 
" Sole source of public and of private peace." 
This truth ail men must own, and therefore will. 
And praise and preach it too: — and wh^n that 'sdone 
Their compliment is paid, and 'tis forgot. 
What Highland poleaxe half so deep can wound? 

But how dare I, so mean, presume so far ? 
Assume my seat in the Dictator's chair ? 
Pronounce, predict, (as if indeed inspired) 
Promulge my censures, lay out all my throat. 
Till hoarse in clamour on enormous crimes ? 510 

Two mighty columns rise in my support^ 
In their more awful and authentic voice, 
Hecord profane and sacred, drown the Muse, 
Tho' loud, and far out- threat her threat'ning song. 
Still farther. Holies! suffer m^ to plead 
That I speak freely, as I speak to thee. 
Guilt only startles at the name of guilt; 
And truth, plain truth, is welcome to the wise. 
Thus what seem'd my presumption is thy praisf. 

Praise, and immortal praise, is virtue's claim; 520 
And Virtue's spheie is action : yet we grant 
Some merit to the trumpet's loud alarm^ 
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Whose clangour Idndles eowards into meif. 
Kor shall the verse, perhaps, be quite forgot^ 
Which talks of immortaHty, and bids. 
In ev'ry British breast true glory rise. 
As now the warbljng lark awakes the mom. 

To close, my Lordl with that which all should close 
And all begin, and strike us ev'ry hour, 
Tho* no war wak'd us, no black tempest fiown'd,-^ 
The morning rises gay ; yet gayest mom 531 

Les9 glorious far bright Nature, rich array'd 
With golden robes in sll the p6np of noon. 
Than the first feeble dawn of Moral day ; 
Sole day, (let those whom statesmen serve attend) 
Tho' the sun ripens di'monds for their crowns ; 
Sole day worth his regard whom Heav'n ordains^ 
IJndarken'd, to behold noon dark, and date. 
From the sun's death, and ev'ry planet's fisll« 540 
His all-illustrious and eternal year; 
Where statesmen and their monarehs, ( names of awe 
And distance here) shall rank with commoa meo^ 
Yet own their glory never dawn'd before. 

I74S. 
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^V BILK hift Redeemer on bis canvass dies, 

Stabb'd at his feet his brolhcr welt'ring lies; 

The daring artist, cruelly serene. 

Views the pale cheek and the distorted mien ; 

He drains off life by drops, and, deaf to cries. 

Examines ev'ry spirit as it flies: 

He studies torment ; dives in mortal woe; 

To rouse up ev'ry pang, repeats bis blow ; 

Each rising agony, each dreadful grace. 

Yet warm, transplanting to his Saviour's face. !• 

O glorious tiieft ! O nobly wicked draught 1 

With its full charge of death each feature fraught ! 

Such wondrous force the magic colours boast. 

From his own skill he starts, in horror lost. 

* Who obtained leave to treat a malefacior, con- 
demned to be broke upon the wheel, as he pleased for 
this purpose. The man being extended, this wonderful 
artist directed that he should be stabbed in such parts 
of the body as he apprehended would occasion the most 
excruciating torture, that he might represent the ago« 
pies of de»tn ip'tbe most oatural manoer. 
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An Epilogue, thro* custom, is your right. 
But ne'er perhaps was needful till this night. 
To-night the virtuous falls, the guilty flies; 
Guilt's dreadful clos^ our narrow scene denies. 
In history's authentic record read 
What ample vengeance gluts Demetrius* shade ! 
Vengeance so great, that, when his tale is told. 
With pity some ev'n Perseus may behold. 

Perseus surviv'd, indeed, and filled the throne* 
But ceaseless cares in conquest made him groan : ro 
Nor reign'd he long; from Rome swift thunder flew* 
And headlong from his throne the tyrant (hrew: 
Thrown headlong down, by Rome in triumph led. 
For this night's deed his perjur'd bosom bled : 
His brother's ghost each moment made him start. 
And ail his father's anguish rent his heart* 

When, rob*d in Slack, his children round him hung, 
Aad their raia'd arms in early sorrow wrung; 
The younger smil'd, unconscious of their woe. 
At which thy tears, O Romel began to flow, to 

So sad the scene : what then must Perseus feel* 
To see Jove's race attend the victQr's wheel i 
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To see the tiares of his worst foes increase 

From such a source I — an emperor's embrace? 

He sicken'd soon to death ; and, what is worse. 

He well deserv*df and felt the coward's curse; 

Unpity'dy scorn'd, insulted his last hour. 

Far, far from home, and in a vassal's pow'n 

His pale cheek rested on his shameful chain. 

No friend te mourn, no flatterer to feign. j» 

No suit retards, no comfort sooths his doom. 

And not one tear bedews a monarch's tomb* 

Nor ends it thus— Dire vengeance to complete. 

His ancient empire falling, shares his fate. 

His throne forgot! his weeping country chain'dt 

And nations ask-'— where Alexander reign'd* 

As public woes a prince's crimes pursue. 

So public blessings are his virtues' due. 

Shout, Britons ! shout; — auspicious fortune blctt! 

And cry. Long live— our title to success i 4^ 
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